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CHAPTER  I. 
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"THERE  GO  THE   BELLS." 


The  bells  of  St.  Agatha's  beautiful  church 
pealed  merrily  their  silvery  invitation  one  Sab- 
bath morning  in  June.  Crowds  of  worshippers 
were  to  be  seen  wending  their  way  to  the 
different  churches  and  chapels  in  the  neighbor- 
hood. 

Beautiful  bells,  eight  in  number,  and  well  rung 
by  practised  ringers ;  but  oh  how  differently  did 
their  tones  appeal  to  those  on  whose  ears  they 
fell! 

By  many  of  the  residents  in  the  immediate 
and  low-lying  neighborhood  of  the  church,  for 
the  most  part  poor  labourers  and  artisans,  they 
were  regarded  as  an  insufferable  nuisance,  and 
Joe  Bloomer,  the  wheelwright,  was  heard  to  de- 
clare very  often  and  very  loudly  "  that  it  was  a 
mighty  shame  that  them  bells  should  be  rung  so 
loudly  and  disturb  them  as  had  to  work  their 
innards  out  all  the  week,  and  whose  only  chance 
of  getting  a  good  "  doss  "  was  on  Sunday  mornin', 
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and  for  his  part  he  wished  that  the  bloomin' 
tower  could  be  blowed  down  one  Saturday  night. 
Whatever  did  they  want  to  ring  bells  for? 
People  know'd  the  time  when  the  business  be- 
gan, or,  if  they  didn't,  why,  then  they  oughter." 

And  Joe's  dislike  was  shared  by  many  of  his 
humble  neighbors,  and  many  and  varied  were  the 
protestations  muttered,  growled  and  snarled, 

"'Taint  as  though  they  was  rung  twice  or 
even  three  times  durin  the  day,"  remarked  one, 
a  gas  fitter,  "  but  there's  a  sort  of  a  tinkle  as 
begins  about  seven  or  thereabouts,  then  there's 
another  at  eight,  and  then  they  all  come  janglin' 
down  in  a  bunch  together  at  half-past  ten. 
What  they  does,  Lord  knows." 

**  Haint  no  church  for  a  poor  man  now," 
growled  out  another.  "  I  went  onct  and  that 
was  enough  for  me.  Why,  bless  yer,  I  could'nt 
understand  it  no  ways  ;  this  new  parson's  turned 
things  upside  down.  It  minded  me  more  of  a 
Punch  an'  Judy  show  than  anything  else,  to  see 
the  parsons  caperin'  about  in  coloured  clothes, 
like  women's  mantles,  and  skyikin*  round  the 
table  at  the  end  o'  of  the  church.  It  ain't  the 
same  as  it  used  to  be  when  good  old  Parson 
Carter  was  there  ;  it  ain't  no  church  for  a  poor 
man  now,  and  I  noticed  they  was  nearly  all 
women  an'  girls  as  was  there." 

«  4|(  «  *  *  If 

"  There  go  the  bells,  Mary !  "  said  Julia  Winton 
to  her  sister,  as  she  rushed  into  the  room  to  put 
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the  last   finishing  touches   to  her   hat  and  hair» 
"  You'll  be  late,  I  can't  wait  for  you." 

"  Nobody  wants  you  to,"  came  the  curt  reply 
of  her  sister,  who  was  tugging  away  vigorously 
at  a  pair  of  gloves  two  sizes  too  small  for  her 
hands.     "  Ah,  botheration  ;   I've  done  it  now  !" 

'•  What's  the    matter  now  ?  "  exclaimed  Julia. 

"  Oh,  I've  torn  my  gloves,"  was  the  irritable 
reply  ;  "  oh  dear,  what  shall  I  do  ? " 

"  It  serves  you  right,"  said  her  sister,  coldly, 
"  you  ic>///  persist  in  buying  gloves  two  sizes  too 
small  for  you." 

"  Ciiaritable,  I  must  say,"  snorted  Mary,  "  but, 
at  the  same  time,  your  kind  remarks  are  quite 
uncalled  for,  and  come  with  a  bad  grace  from 
you.  How  are  your  poor,  suffering  feet,  with 
those  tight  boots?  You  must  think  you're  a 
Cinderella,  surely." 

"Mary!  Julia!  what's  the  matter,  now?" 
came  a  weak,  plaintive  voice  from  an  adjoining 
room,  occupied  by   the   eldest  sister,  an  invalid. 

"  Oh  nothing  !  nothing  !  "  chorussed  both  giVls 
hastily  and  coldly. 

"  Nothing,  nothing,"  repeated  Clara  Winton, 
sadly  ;  "  that  seems  to  be  the  only  reply  I  can 
ever  get  from  them.  But,  oh  dear  me,"  and  Clara 
sighed,  "  how  different  both  have  become  since 
Mr.  Courtney  came  to  St.  Agatha's  !  "  and  a 
mournful  expression  stole  over  the  pain-stricken, 
but  sweet  face  of  the  invalid. 
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"  There  go  the  bells,  the  beautiful  bells  ! " 
she  murmured  softly,  as  the  silvery  tones  floated 
in  on  the  summer  air  together  with  the  fragrant 
smell  of  heliotrope  and  roses  through  the  partly 
open  window.  "  How  I  used  to  love  their  sound 
when  dear  old  Mr.  Carter  was  vicar  ;  how — " 

"  Clara  !  "  came  the  shrill  voice  of  Mary,  "  is 
there  anything  you  want  before  we  go  to 
church  ?  Make  haste  and  let  us  know,  we're 
late  now." 

"Of  course,  there's  something,"  interposed  the 
irritable  voice  of  Julia,  "  it'll  be  a  wonder  if  there 
is  not." 

"  Nothing,  thank  you,"  was  the  sad,  sweet  re- 
ply of  the  invalid,  followed  immediately  by  a 
hasty  rush  of  the  sisters  down  the  stairs  and  a 
bang  of  the  front  door  that  made  the  whole 
house  shake. 

"  Oh,  my  poor  head  ! "  exclaimed  Clara 
Winton,  "  the  constant  banging  of  that  horrid 
door  will  destroy  my  nerves  entirely  ;  it 
seems  useless  to  talk  to  them  about  it.  How  I 
wish  they  cared  to  attend  St.  John's  !  "  And 
the  invalid  gave  a  long  drawn  sigh  and  reach- 
ing for  her  well-marked  Bible,  was  soon  buried 
in  its  contents. 

The  bells  stopped,  and  a  few  minutes  after- 
wards the  voices  of  the  congregation  assisted 
by  the  organ  could  be  heard  singing  the  Con- 
fession. 


All  one  in  Christ  Jesus. 


Clara  put  down  the  Bible.  "  The  sacrifices  of 
God  are  a  broken  spirit,"  she  said  musingly. 
"  How  can  it  be  possible  for  people  with  really 
broken  and  contrite  hearts  to  sing  a  confession 
accompanied  by  an  organ  to  give  them  the  key- 
note ?  God  is  a  Spirit,  and  they  that  worship 
Him  must  worship  Him  in  spirit  and  in  truth- 
How  can  there  be  any  spirituality  where  form 
and  ceremony  seem  to  be  the  first  consideration  ?" 

She  was  upset  in  her  meditations  by  the 
entrance  of  the  old  servant  Janet,  with  a  cup  of 
beef  tea  and  some  toast  on  a  tray.  There  was 
a  look  upon  her  mistress'  face  the  trusty  old 
servant  did  not  like.  "  Miss  Clara,  you  are  not 
feeling  so  well  ;  I  can  see  that  very  plainly  ; 
maybe  you've  passed  a  bad  night,  Miss  ?  "  And 
a  look  of  genuine  concern  came  over  the  good, 
honest,  homely  old  face. 

"  I  do  not  think  I  am  much  worsejanet,  thank 
you,"  said  the  invalid.  "  There  !  put  it  down  on 
the  table,  please,"  as  the  old  servant  still  stood, 
tray  in  hand,  staring  anxiously  at  her.  Janet  did 
as  she  was  bidden,  and  after  asking  her  mistress 
whether  she  could  do  anything  more  for  her,  left 
the  room, 

"  Poor  dear  !"  she  said,  while  she  bustled  about 
to  get  the  dinner  ready,  "  it's  a  mortal  pity  that 
the  other  two  can't  see  that  they  are  killing  her 
by  the  inch.  And  she,  a  perfect  pattern  as  ever 
was,  and  although  an  invalid,  preaches  as  good 
a  sermon  as  was  ever  heard  in  any  pulpit  ;  bless 
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her  dear  heart,  she  do.  Yes,  preaches,  while  she 
lies  sick  on  her  couch,  patience  and  resignation 
to  her  dear  Lord's  will.  These  other  two  want 
a  lesson  on  patience  I'm  thinkin,'  although  they 
do  seem  to  live  in  that  church.  Here  they  come, 
too,  bang  !  bang !  little  do  they  think  of  their 
poor  sister  upstairs,  or  cares  for  her  eithe",  and 
— Mercy  !  what's  the  matter,  now }"  when  the  in- 
valid's bell  rang  violently. 

Janet  hastened  upstairs  at  once  and  soon 
reached  her  mistress'  room.  Julia  and  Mary  were 
bending  over  their  sister,  who  appeared  to  have 
fainted,  and  whose  face  was  of  so  pallid  a  hue  as 
to  alarm  the  faithful  old  servant. 

••  Run,  run,  for  Doctor  Hale  at  once !"  cried 
Julia.     "  Miss  Clara  is  taken  worse." 

Janet  did  as  told  without  even  waiting  to  put 
on  her  bonnet,  and  the  doctor  soon  made  his  ap- 
pearance. *'  It's  the  heart,"  he  said,  "  she  has 
had  a  shock  or  a  fright,  or  been  upset  by  some- 
thing ;  she  needs  perfect  rest  and  perfect  quiet." 

Restoratives  were  quickly  applied,  and  in  a 
few  minutes,  the  poor  sufferer  can  to  again  ; 
after  which  the  doctor  left,  reiterating  his  in- 
structions that  Clara  Winton  should  have  abso- 
lute rest  and  quiet. 

"I  wonder  what  Doctor  Hale  means !"  snapped 
Mary,  when  he  had  left.  "  Perfect  rest  and 
quiet  indeed !  I'm  sure  the  house  is  quiet  and 
dull  enough  in  all  conscience." 


All  one  in  Christ  Jesus. 


II 


"  It  couldn't  very  well  be  quieter,"  sneered 
Julia.  "  To  me,"  she  added,  "  it  seems  more  like 
a  house  ol  mourning  than  anything  else  ;  I'm  sick 
to  death  of  it,"  and  with  an  impatient  sniff,  she 
left  the  room. 

"  Is  there  anything  you  want,  now,  Clara  ?" 
demanded  Mary,  irritably.  "  I  have  not  been 
able  to  take  my  hat  and  gloves  off  yet  ;  you  do 
get  these  attacks  at  such  unseasonable  times." 

"  My  dear,  I  cannot  help  it,"  said  her  sister, 
wearily.  "  I  think  it  was  the  loud  banging  of  the 
front  door  that  brought  it  on  ;  it  made  me  start 
so,  and — " 

"  Oh,  nonsense  !"  snarled  Mary,  "  every  stroke 
of  illness  that  you  get  is  put  down  to  that  un- 
fortunate ;oor.  Is  there  anything  I  can  do  for 
you,  before  I  take  off  my  things  ?  You'll  have 
some  dinner,  I  suppose  ;  there's  boiled  chicken." 

"  You  might  send  Janet  up  with  a  little 
chicken,  please,  dear,"  said  Clara  feebly. 

Mary  bounced  out  of  the  room,  without  mak- 
ing any  reply,  and  proceeded  to  get  in  r-^^adiness 
for  dinner.  "  It's  really  detestable  having  a  sister 
who  is  an  invalid,"  she  said,  pettishly,  whilst  pos- 
turing before  the  glass  and  arranging  the  mass 
of  false  hair — which  came  low  down  on  the  fore- 
head and  looked  like  a  crushed  bird's  nest — and 
the  favorite  curl,  which  was  added  to  give  an 
extra  charm.  "  One  can  never  feel  wholly  free 
and  unrestrained  ;  there  are  so  many  things  to  be 
done  that  wear  one's  patience  out."     Her  hair 
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arranged,  she  left  the  room  and  hurried  down 
stairs  into  the  dining  room. 

"  I  thought  you  were  never  coming,"  growled 
Juh'a  who  had  already  begun. 

"  You  might  have  shown  some  consideration 
for  me  and  at  least  have  kept  the  cover  over  the 
chicken,"  retorted  Mary.  "  I  declare,"  she  ex- 
claimed, angrily,  "  you  have  taken  the  best  part 
of  the  breast  and  the  whole  of  one  wing  for  your- 
self, and  Clara  wants  some  chicken  too."  And 
the  indignant  young  lady,  plunging  a  fork  into 
the  mutilated  bird,  took  the  knife  and  proceeded 
to  hack  little  pieces  about  the  size  of  a  half 
crown  from  ofif  the  legs  and  lower  portion  of  the 
remaining  wing,  giving  vent  to  many  exclama- 
tiohs  of  disgust  whilst  doing  so.  When  she  had 
finished,  she  rang  the  bell  for  Janet. 

"  Take  this  up  to  Miss  Clara,"  she  said  shortly 
and  irritably. 

"  I  think  Miss  Clara  would  have  preferred  a 
little  of  the  breast,  if  you  will  excuse  me,  Miss 
Mary,"  the  old  servant  ventured  to  remark  re- 
spectfully. 

"  Please  to  do  as  you  are  told  and  make  no 
observations,"  angrily  retorted  Mary,and  the  old 
woman  left  the  room. 

"  Well,  of  all  the  selfish  and  unfeelin*  women 
as  ever  I  com'd  acrosst,  these  two  beat  'em  hol- 
ler. It's  a  shame.  Miss,  I  can't  help  sayin*  so," 
she  said  feelingly,while  she  placed  the  table  near 
the  invalid's  couch  and  made  poor  Clara  as  com- 
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fortable  as  she  could  by  propping  her  up  with 
pillows.  "  All  that  they  think  about  is  them- 
selves and  nobody  else." 

"  Oh,  never  mind  them,  Janet,"  said  the  in- 
valid, softly ;  '•  they  are  hungry,  no  doubt. 

"  That's  just  it,  Miss,"  said  Janet,  with  kindl- 
ing eyes  ;  "  they  go  rushin  off  to  church  to  sac- 
rament on  empty  stummicks,sayin'  as  it's  wrong 
to  eat  anything  before  they  take  the  bread  and 
wine  ;  which,  of  course,  is  all  nonsense,  as  they'd 
soon  see,  if  they  only  took  the  trouble  to  read 
their  Bibles.  Then  they  come  back  and  quarrel 
with  one  another  ;  it's  a  rummy  kind  o'  religion 
they've  got  hold  of,  I'm  thinkin.'  Is  there  any- 
thing more  I  can  bring  you,  Miss  i*" 

"No,  thank  you,  Janet,"  rejoined  Clara,  who 
could  not  repress  a  smile  at  her  trusty  servant's 
outspoken  feelings.  "  I  will  ring  if  I  want  any- 
thing  more." 

"Janet  is  right,  quite  right,"  she  murmur- 
ed, when  she  had  finished  her  little  scrap 
cf  dinner,  '*  it  would  seem  that  some  men  are 
not  satisfied  with  the  innumerable  sins  to  which 
they  are  prone,  but  must  invent  another  which 
is  not  made  to  be  sinful  by  God's  law.  Oh,  poor 
old  Church  of  England,  what  are  you  coming  to 
now?  Where  are  all  those  bishops  who  have 
sworn  to  banish  with  faithful  diligence  all  errone- 
ous and  strange  doctrine  contrary  to  God's 
word  ?" 

Echo  answers  "  where  .?" 
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CHAPTER  II. 


CHRISTIANITY— CHURCHIANITY. 


When  good  old  John  Carter,  the  vicar  of  St* 
Agatha,  had  gone  to  his  rest,  he  left  behind  a 
large  and  devoted  congregation  to  whom  he  had 
ministered  faithfully  and  lovingly,  and  who  had 
given  him  in  return  many  proofs  of  the  esteem 
in  which  they  held  him,  not  only  by  the  liberal 
manner  in  which  they  responded  to  his  appeals 
for  assistance,  but  also  by  the  many  marks  of  ap- 
preciation in  a  tangible  form,  that  they  bestowed 
upon  him.  Was  it  his  birthday,  or  Easter,  or 
Christmas,  he  was  never  forgotten  but  made  the 
happy  recipient  of  many  a  handsome  and  useful 
present  and  loving  message. 

Rich  and  poor  alike  held  him  in  the  greatest 
reverence.  He  ministered  impartially  to  both 
classes  and  was  as  often  to  be  seen  in  the  home 
of  poor  Lazarus  as  in  the  luxuriously  furnished 
drawing  room  of  Dives,  watching  a  favorable 
chance  to  speak  of  his  beloved  Master,  who  was 
all  in  all  to  him  and  whom  he  carried  about 
with  him  wherever  he  went.  Wise  as  a  serpent, 
harmless  as  a  dove,  John  Carter  had  never  given 
occasion  to  anyone  to  resent  the  introduction  of 
the  subject  which  lay  nearest  to  his  heart,  for  he 
generally  knew  his  ground  and  when  and  where 
to    scatter  the  seed,  and,  like  a  conscientious 
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doctor,  mingled  his  prayers  with  his  prescrip- 
tions. 

The  parish  had  been  greatly  neglected  by  his 
predecessor,  a  poor  pitiable  creature  whose  one 
great  aim  in  life  seemed  to  be  pleasure,  who  had 
no  heart  for  the  Master's  work,  and  who,  very 
fortunately  for  the  parish,  was  called  upon  to  re- 
sign after  two  years  sham  ministry,  and  did  so  ; 
the  parish  being  thus  relieved  of  a  barren  fig 
tree,  with  all  its  baneful  influence. 

John  Carter  followed,  with  the  best  of  intro- 
ductions and  his  Gospel  plough  was  soon  set  to 
work  to  break  up  the  fallow  ground  which  had 
been  only  scratched,  if  not  left  entirely  alone  by 
his  indifferent  and  easy-going  predecessor.  The 
change  was  marvellous,  for  God  blessed  his  good, 
faithful  servant,  and  the  slumbering  parish  was 
aroused  to  a  sense  of  its  needs  and  awful  dead- 
ness,  and  the  tender  green  blades  began  to  shoot 
up  from  the  once  neglected  soil  under  the  power- 
ful searching  rays  of  the  Gospel  light.  When 
God  called  His  good,  faithful  servant  home,  the 
parish  was  left  to  mourn  its  loss  and  to  pray  that 
a  worthy  successor  might  be  found  who  would 
repeat  to  them  the  old,  old  story  of  Jesus  and 
His  love,  of  which  their  late  beloved  pastor  had 
never  wearied. 

Clara  Winton,  perhaps,  missed  John  Carter  as 
much  as  any  of  his  parishioners,  if  not  more  so, 
for  he  had  been  made  the  happy  instrument  in 
God's  hands  of  leading  her  to  the  Saviou;'s  feet 
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before  she  had  been  compelled,  through  weaken- 
ing health,  to  take  so  much  to  her  bed.  It  was  a 
great  blow  to  her  when  she  seated  herself  in  her 
pew  to  listen  to  Mr.  Courtney's  first  sermon  to 
discover  no  resemblance  in  his  teaching  to  that 
of  his  predecessor.  She  raised  her  eyes  to  look 
upon  a  tall,  smooth-shaven,  pleasant-faced  man, 
whose  voice  was  musical,  whose  delivery  was  re- 
markably good  ;  but  she  did  not  hear  the  sweet 
story  of  old  from  those  lips  from  which  the  en- 
ticing words  of  man's  wisdom  came  so  fluently. 
Alas !  no,  Christ  was  not  there.  Christ  who  had 
been  the  one  great  theme,  the  Centre,  the  Sun 
of  every  sermon  delivered  by  John  Carter  was  no 
longer  there,  as  the  great  All  in  All  ;  but  His 
rights  were  divided  by  the  Church,  if  indeed  He 
was  not  made  to  take  a  lower  place.  John 
Carter  preached  Christianity,  Mr.  Courtney, 
churchianity.  This  was  the  mighty  difference 
between  the  old  preacher  and  the  new.  John 
Carter's  teaching  differed  from  that  of  Mr. 
Courtney  as  light  from  darkness. 

Clara  Winton  was  in  tears  when  she  reached 
home  after  the  services,  more  than  ever  did  she 
now  miss  her  faithful  guide  and  friend. 

"  Mercy  on  us,  what's  the  matter,  now  V 
snapped  out  Julia  in  tones  of  surprise. 

But  Clara  did  not  see  fit  to  enlijjhten  her,  and 
her  sister  left  the  room  in  a  huff  and  with  an  im- 
patient, "  Always  crying  about  something." 
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"  What  do  you  think  of  our  new  vicar  ?"  she 
asked  of  Mary. 

"  Oh,  charming,"  replied  the  latter,  most  en- 
thusiastically. "  Such  a  face !  such  a  sweet  smile! 
such  a  love  of  a  voice !  such  exquisite  language  ! 
and  his  words  so  comforting." 

"  I  think  he  is  perfectly  delightful,"  assented 
Julia,  rapturously,  "  and  he  looked  so  pleasantly 
at  me  ;  is  there  anything  at  all  peculiar  about, 
about  my  face  that  is  likely  to  attract  attention, 
Mary?"  she  added,  coaxingly,and  cooking  up  as 
sweet  a  smile  as  she  knew  how. 

"  Nothing  that  I  can  see,"  replied  her  sister, 
bluntly,  "  unless  it  is  your  large  nose,  thin  lips 
and  squinny  eyes." 

"  Oh,  thank  you,"  snarled  Julia,"  I  need  never 
come  to  you  for  a  personal  description." 

"  Scarcely,  whilst  you  have  a  looking  glass  of 
your  own." 

Time  rolled  along  and  one  by  one  fresh  inno- 
vations crept  into  the  form  of  service  at  St. 
Agatha's  church.  Mr.  Courtney,with  shrewd  and 
subtle  tact,  sprung  nothing  new  upon  his  congre- 
gation with  the  suddenness  of  an  earthquake,but 
introduced  his  changes  very  gradually,  and  in 
such  homoepathic  doses  that  people  swallowed 
them  most  unthinkingly,  and  unknowingly  ; 
until,  one  day  they  awoke  to  the  fact  that  the 
'new  mixture'  prescribed  for  them  was  decidedly 
indigestible,  and  that  some  steps  really  should 
be  taken  to  effect  a  change  in  it.  Matters  came  t 
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a  crisis  when  incense  was  used  during  the  service, 
and  Mr  Courtney  strove  hard  to  make  his  con- 
gregation believe  that  he,  as  God's  priest,  was 
able  to  bring  down  upon  the  altar  the  blessed 
Son  of  God  Himself  in  the  form  of  bread  and 
wine,  and  invited  all  who  were  weary  and  heavy 
laden  to  come  to  the  Holy  Eucharist  and  him- 
self, and  be  absolved  from  all  their  sins. 
^'Blasphemy,  rank  blasphemy !'  said  several  as 
they  wended  their  way  home  after  this  poisonous 
doctrine  had  been  preached  to  them.  '  We  must 
petition  the  Bishop  at  once  to  make  this  man 
conduct  the  services  as  ihey  ought  to  be  con- 
ducted, or  else  to  remove  him  from  our  parish.') 
And  so  a  petition  was  drawn  up  and  signed 
and  sent  to  the  Chief  Pastor  of  the  Diocese  ;  but 
no  redress  for  the  petitioners'  just  grievances 
could  be  obtained.  The  Bishop  was  dominated 
by  fear  of  man,  and  truth  was  sacrificed  to  a  false 
pretext  of  charity,  although  his  lordship  had, 
during  his  consecration,  declared  himself  ready 
with  all  faithful  diligence  to  banish  and  drive 
away  all  erroneous  and  strange  doctrines  con- 
trary to  God's  word.  Poor,  weak  Bishop !  he 
was  no  worse  than  the  rest  of  his  ecclesiastical 
lawn-sleeved  brethren  ;  he  loved  to  bask  in  the 
smiles  of  all  around  him  and  to  be  *  in  the  fash- 
ion.' He  patted  Mr.  Courtney  on  the  shoulder, 
with  his  episcopal  hand,  told  him  that  some  of 
his  congregation  had  protested  at  the  way  in 
which     the    services    were    now   conducted   at 
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St.  Agatha's ;  purred  softly  and  begejed  him  to 
be  very  careful  and  not  go  too  far — when  the 
extreme  had  already  been  reached — and  '  like  a 
dear,  good  fellow,'  not  to  finger  the  trinkets  of 
Rome;  then,  with  a  loving  smile  and  another  pat 
on  the  shoulder,  left  the  vicar,  secretly  chuckling 
over  his  victory,  whilst  he  retired  to  his  palatial 
residence  and  tried  very  hard  to  believe  that  he 
had  done  the  proper  thing — poor  weak  Bishop  ! 
Matters  had  arrived  at  this  lamentable  stage  at 
the  commencement  of  this  story. 


CHAPTER  III. 
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WE  havf:  an  altar. 


"  Mary !"  almost  breathles.sly  exclaimed  Julia, 
rushing  into  her  sister's  room  one  afternoon  some 
months  after  Mr.  Courtney  had  been  installed  at 
St.  Agatha's,  "  I  have  just  met  the  vicar,  and  he 
tells  me  that  he  is  coming  to  see  us  this  after- 
noon. Of  course,  he  will  want  to  see  Clara  ;  do 
you  think  she  is  well  enough  ?  And  how  do  I 
look  }  Does  this  horrid  pimple  on  my  nose  show 
much  ?"  And  she  turned  her  face  for  inspection. 

"  Not  more  than  usual,"  replied  Mary,in  softer 
tones  than  was  her  wont,  for  she  was  in  a  better 
humor  that  afternoon,  having  been  pleasantly 
noticed  in  the  morning  by  one  of  the  curates  of 
St.    Agatha's.     "  I   don't  suppose,"  she   added, 
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"  that  Mr.  Courtney  will  notice  it,and,  if  he  does, 
it  will  not  matter  ;  he  is  a  married  man." 

"  Well,  I  must  try  to  forget  it,  I  suppose,"  said 
Julia  resignedly  ;  "  but  about  Clara,  do  you  think 
she  will  see  Mr  Courtney?  Of  course  you  know, 
Clara  is  such  a  decided  Protestant,  and — " 

"  What  can  that  matter  ?"  broke  in  Mary  im- 
petuously, "  Mr.  Courtney  is  not  coming  here  to 
talk  '  shop,'  it's  only  Protestant  parsons  that  do 
that  sort  of  thing  ;  when  will  you  get  to  under- 
stand this  ?  Of  course,  Clara  can  see  him,  if  the 
cares  to  do  so." 

The  vicar  came  and  made  himself  very  agree- 
able. He  was  an  extremely  pleasant  man,  and 
so  well  informed  upon  every  subject  that  it  was 
quite  a  pleasure  to  converse  with  him.  Before 
leaving  he  took  a  turn  round  the  garden,  admir- 
ed the  many  beautiful  flowers  and  expressed  a 
wish  that  the  young  ladies  would  now  and  then 
assist  him  in  replenishing  the  vases  on  the  'altar' 
at  St.  Agatha's.  The  young  ladies  were  delight- 
ed and  readily  promised  all  they  could  spare. 
Clara  was,  of  course,  opposed  to  all  that  sort  of 
thing,  they  knew  ;  but  that  would  not  matter  in 
the  least  ;  the  dear  vicar  should  have  all  they 
could  spare. 

"  What  a  delightful  man  he  Is  to  be  sure  !"  ex- 
claimed Julia,  when  the  reverend  gentleman  had 
taken  his  departure.  "  How  fortunate  we  are  in 
getting  such  a  successor  to  poor,  dear,  prosy  Mr» 
Carter !"  she  added,  warmly. 
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*'  He  is  a  very  great  contrast,  certainly,"  said 
Mary,  with  equal  warmth  of  feeling.  "  Somehow 
or  other,  I  could  never  feel  altogether  comfort- 
able in  Mr.  Carter's  presence  ;  there  was  always 
such  a  restraining,  reproving  look  about  him  ;  he 
always  seemed  as  though  he  were  searching  into 
one's  very  soul." 

"  That's  just  how  I  felt,"  agreed  Julia,  "and 
what  I  used  to  detest  so  much  about  him  was 
his  constant  preaching  against  worldiness,  vani- 
ties, love  of  dress,  pleasure  and  all  that  sort  of 
thing  ;  and  I  could  not  help  thinking  that  much 
of  what  he  said  was  levelled  personally  at  my- 
self, for  I  used  to  catch  his  eyes  fixed  on  me 
whenever  he  preached  upon  those  subjects." 

''  How  very  ridiculous  you  are,  Julia  !"  said 
Mary,  laughingly,  "  I  wonder  whether  you  will 
ever  grow  out  of  that  absurd  habit  of  imagining 
that  every  man  who  looks  casually  at  you  is 
thinking  of  you,  or,  if  smiling  at  you,  is  smitten 
with  your  charms  !  According  to  your  own  ac- 
count— if  that  is  to  be  believed — you  must  have 
made  the  conquest  of  every  curate  at  St. 
Agatha's.  I  think  you  must  have  a  growing 
predilection  for  curates,  eh,  Julia  }"  And  Mary 
who  had  not  yet  forgotten  her  own  pleasant  chat 
with  the  curate,  positively  skipped  up  the  stairs, 
to  see  whether  sister  Clara  wanted  anything. 

"  I  am  sorry  you  were  not  well  enough  to  see 
Mr.  Courtney,"  she  said,  after  she  had  arranged 
the  invalid's  couch  and  made  her  as  comfortable 
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as  she  could.  "  He  is  certainly  amost  deh'ghtful 
man  ;  you  would  have  been  quite  enchanted  with 
him,  Clara ;  he  talked  so  fluently  about  every- 
thing." 

"  Did  he  ?"  replied  the  invalid,  her  large  dark 
eyes  fixed  yearningly  on  her  sister.  "  I  hope  to 
see  him  when  I  am  feeling  better,  Mary." 

"  He  has  been  admiring  our  garden  immensely, 
and  has  asked  us  whether — well,  I  should  say, 
expressed  a  wish  that — "  she  hesitated  when  she 
noticed  a  sorrowful  and  suspicious  expression 
steal  over  her  sister's  face — "  we  might  give  him 
some  flowers  now  and  again,  to  replenish  the 
vases  on  the  *  altar/  and — " 

"  The — what  did  you  say — altar  }"  broke  in 
Clara. 

"  Yes,  of  course,"  said  Mary  with  decision, 
"  the  altar,  a-l-t-a-r,"  she  spelled  out  almost 
fiercely. 

"  Oh,  Mary  dear,"  rejoined  her  sister,  a  look 
of  pity  in  her  eyes,"  there  is  no  such  a  thing  as  an 
altar  in  our  Church  ;  you  would  not  have  spoken 
of  the  Lord's  Table  as  an  '  altar'  in  dear  Mr. 
Carter's  time ;  oh,  how  you  have  changed  !" 

"  You  are  speaking  just  as  though  you  knew 
all  about  it,"  retorted  Mary,  angrily. 

"  I  am  only  speaking  as  I  learned  from  the 
Bible,"  said  Clara,  earnestly ;  "  there  can  be  no 
h'gher  authority  than  God's  word,  Mary." 

"  Well,  then,  since  you  have  such  unbounded 
faith   in  God's    word,"   said    Mary,   sneeringly, 
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"  how  can  you  explain  the  meaning  of  the  word 
'  We  have  an  altar  '  in  Hebrews  ?  '  Father ' 
Courtney,"  she  went  on,  exultingly,  "  says  that 
they  are  quite  sufficient  to  prove  that  there 
sliould  bean  altar  in  the  Christian  Church  ;  and, 
if  an  altar,  then  a  sacrificing  priesthood.  Now, 
how  can  you  explain  this  ?" 

"  There  are  those  words  I  know,  Mary,"  re- 
plied Clara,  calmly  ;  "  they  are  in  the  last  chap- 
ter of  the  Epistle  to  the  Hebrews,  but  I  fail  to 
see  that  they  give  any  warranty  for  an  *  altar  ' 
in  our  Churches." 

"  Mr.  Courtney  says  they  do,"  said  Mary,  "and 
surely  he  should  know  better  than  you  or  I," 

"  The  truth  is  not  always  revealed  to  the  wise 
and  prudent  ones,"  said  Clara,  "  but  very  often 
to  the  '  babes'.  Have  you  yourself  read  that 
chapter  in  Hebrews,  Mary  ?" 

"  No,  replied  her  sister,  snappishly  ;  "  the 
Church  is  my  reader  and  interpreter." 

"  Well,  I  think  that  the  Church  interprets  that 
passage  incorrectly." 

"  What !"  exclaimed  her  sister,  contemptuous- 
ly, "  do  you  mean  to  set  your  way  of  interpret- 
ing the  scriptures  before  the  Church  ?  How 
ridiculous  to  be  sure !" 

"  Mary,  you  surely  do  not  think  the  Church 
infallible,  do  you  ?"  said  Clara,  looking  sorrow- 
fully at  her  deluded  sister. 

"  I  do,"  with  decision  ;  "  I  do  not  think  it  poss- 
ible that  the  Church  can  lead  us  astray."     "  The 


24 


Light  and  Darkness,  or 


Church  is  Christ's  body  "  she  went  on,  "  and  is 
guided  by  the  Holy  Spirit  Himself  ;  and  our 
Lord  lias  promised  that  the  gates  of  hell  shall 
not  prevail  against  it.  Now,  what  can  you  say 
to  that  ?"  And  Mary  looked  triumphantly  at 
her  sister. 

"  When  you  talk  about  the  Church,  Mary,  do 
you  mean  the " 

"  Our  Church,  the  Church  of  England,  of 
course,"  snapped  Mary. 

"  Then,  Mary  dear,  I  differ  from  you.  No 
mere  visible  organization  can  be  compared  to 
the  Body  of  Christ.  The  Church  of  which 
Christ  is  the  Head  is  the  True  Church  and  only 
True  Church,  namely  the  army  of  believers, 
those  who  put  their  whole  trust  in  Christ  and 
His  all-atoning  blood.  But  to  refer  to  the  pas- 
sage in  Hebrews,  '  we  have  an  altar,'  you  tell 
me  that  you  have  not  read  the  chapter." 

"  No,  I  have  not,"  from  Mary  shortly. 

"  I  do  wish  that  you  would  then,  my  dear 
sister  ;  then  you  will  see  what  the  context  is.  I 
can  repeat  it  for  you  ;  it  runs  thus  :  '  Be  not 
carried  about  with  divers  and  strange  doctrines, 
for  it  is  a  good  thing  that  the  heart  be  establish- 
ed with  grace,  not  with  meats,  (observe  the  con- 
text) which  have  not  profited  them  that  have 
been  exercised  therein.'  The  only  way  to  par- 
take of  Christ  is  to  be  crucified  with  Him,not  by 
eating,  which  is  impossible.  We  must  be  par- 
takers of  His  sufferings  before  we  can  expect  to 
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be  partakers  of  His  Kingdom.  We  need  no 
earthly  priest  to  thrust  himself  between  our  souls 
and  the  one  only  great  High  Priest,  our  Lord 
and  Saviour,  Jesus  Christ.  Every  true  believer 
is  a  priest  and " 

But  Mary  had  vanished  ;  she  could  never  bear 
to  listen  to  her  sister's  calm,  gentle  reasonings. 
She  was  like  too  many  more — carried  away  by 
the  glitter  and  show  of  a  ceremonial  religion  and 
resting  so  satisfied  in  its  appeal  to  the  senses 
that  she  cared  not  to  inquire  into  its  truth. 

Since  Mr.  Coi'  tney  had  come,  a  new  Gospel 
had  been  preached  at  St.  Agatha's,  a  gospel 
which  found  great  favor  with  Julia  and  Mary 
Winton  and  many  others,  who  were  taught  the 
possibility  of  being  enabled  to  serve  God  and 
Mammon  out  of  the  wonderful  supply  of  sac- 
ramental grace  conferred  on  each  communi- 
cant. To  be  a  regular  communicant  covered  a 
multitude  of  sins,  and  it  was  so  comforting,  so 
dififcrent  from  the  doctrine  preached  by  poor, 
dear  old  Mr.  Carter,  whose  sermons  were  so 
frequently  directed  against  worldliness  in  every 
form. 

"  My  poor  deluded  sisters !"  Clara  mourned ; 
"  who  would  have  thought  that  they  could  have 
wandered  from  the  fiiith  once  delivered  to  the 
saints,  and  after  all  dear  Mr.  Carter's  faithful 
teaching  !" 

She  sank  back  on  her  couch  and,  taking  up 
the  Bible,  turned  to  the  Epistle  of  the  Hebrews. 
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She  was  about  to  read  when  a  loud  knocking  at 
the  front  door  made  her  replace  the  book  on  the 
table,  and  listen. 

"  Oh  Tom  !  cousin  Tom,  whoever  would  have 
dreamed  of  seeing  you  now  ?  Where  have  you 
come  from  ?  Come  inside,  that's  a  good  fellow," 
came  the  voices  of  the  two  sisters  in  the  passage, 
followed  by  "  Clara !  Clara !  here's  cousin  Tom 
back  again." 

Clara  Winton  rang  her  bell  and  the  trusty 
Janet  was  soon  in  the  room. 

"  Oh,  Janet !"  exclaimed  the  invalid  in  tones 
so  cheerful  as  to  gladden  the  heart  of  her  listen- 
er, "  my  cousin  Tom  has  returned.  Will  you 
please  ask  him  to  come  up  to  me  so  soon  as 
they  have  done  with  him  down  stairs  }  I  am  so 
glad  he  is  here." 

"And  I  too,  Miss,  as  it  do  seem  to  do  you  so 
much  good,"  said  Janet,  earnestly,  as  she  left  the 
room. 

But  the  two  youngj  ladies  seemed  to  be  in 
little  hurry  to  have  done  with  handsome  Cousin 
Tom,  and  Clara  was  compelled  to  wait  several 
minutes  before  he  was  liberated  and  told  that  he 
might  go  up  and  see  Clara,  if  he  liked  ;  and  this 
after  Janet  had  delivered  her  message. 

"  If  I  like,"  repeated  Cousin  Tom,  warmly, 
"  Why,  of  course,  I  shall  like.  Why,  don't  you 
know,"  and  he  eyed  the  two  girls  very  mis- 
chievously while  he  spoke,  "  that  Clara  and  I  are 
the — well — the  greatest  chums  in   the  world  ?" 
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And,  placing  a  great  brown  finger  to  his  lips,  as 
though  he  would  enjoin  their  secrecy,  he  bound- 
ed up  the  stairs. 

And  now  about  this  Cousin  Tom,  whose  sud- 
den appearance  at  the  Briars — for  such  the  Win- 
ton's  pretty  little  cottage  was  named — had  so 
agreeably  surprised  its  inmates. 

Tom  Winton  was  an  orphan.  His  parents 
had  died  before  he  had  reached  the  age  of  twelve, 
leaving  him  under  the  care  of  an  old  spinster 
aunt,  who  faithfully  discharged  her  duties 
towards  the  lad,  and  strove  her  utmost  to  bring 
him  up  in  the  nurture  and  admonition  of  the 
Lord. 

Tom  was  sent  to  Harrow  and  in  due  course 
of  time  graduated  at  Cambridge — and  it  was  at 
this  important  epoch  of  his  life  that  his  dear  old 
guardian  died.  Tom  felt  his  loss  most  acutely, 
and  mourned  long  for  the  sweet  lady  who  had 
been  so  faithful  to  her  trust.  After  his  aunt's 
death,  he  stayed  for  a  few  months  with  his 
cousins,   the    Wintons,   at    the    Briars,    and    his 

11  open,  sunshiny  disposition,  and  kind  generous 
heart  soon  won  the  affections  of  Clara  and  her 
two  sisters. 

Then  the    love  of   adventure  stole   over  Tom, 

#and,  having  plenty  of  money  to  gratify  his  de- 
.  sires,  and   no   obstacle   in    the   shape  of  an  at- 
tachment, it  was  not    long  before   he  set  out  on 
his  travels.       He  went  long  voyages,  travelled 
■  across   country,   and  penetrated  into   wild   and 
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inhospitable  regions  ;  fished  and  shot,  and  hunted 
and  dinnbed.  But  it  must  not  be  supposed  that 
his  all-absorbing  aim  was  one  of  pleasure.  Far 
from  it.  His  aim  was  to  make  use  of  his  travels 
by  writing  of  everything  that  he  saw,  and  that 
impressed  him  as  worthy  of  note.  He  was  not 
one  who  could  rush  about  the  world  blindfolded, 
as  so  many  do,  and  rest  satisfied  with  the  mere 
fact  of  having  been  here  and  there,  and  at  the 
same  time,  unable  to  give  any  information  of  the 
places  he  had  visited.  He  kept  a  journal  and 
made  copious  notes  of  everything  worth  record- 
ing, and  it  was  his  desire  to  give  them  to  the 
public  in  book  form. 

On  the  present  occasion  he  had  just  returned 
from  China  and  Japan,  and  had  collected  quite 
sufficient  material  for  a  bulky  volume. 

In  person  he  was  tall  and  broad-shouldered 
and  undeniably  good-looking  ;  whilst  his  bright 
open  manner  endeared  him  to  all  with  whom  he 
came  in  contact.  No  one  could  help  liking  Tom 
Winton,  and  although  he  was  one  who  despised 
and  detested  all  the  little  falsities  of  convention- 
ality, and  always  called  a  spade  a  spade,  his  fine, 
manly  character  won  for  him  admiration  even 
from  those  who  differed  most  from  him,  and 
were  the  greatest  slaves  to  etiquette  and  the 
false  god  of  fashion. 

"  Well  Clara  !"  he  exclaimed,  with  a  start ;  he 
had  not  known  she  was  an  invalid,  and  was 
greatly  shocked  to  find  her  looking  so  pale,  and 
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so  afflicted.  "  But,  what  is  the  meaning  of  this, 
Clara?  I  did  not  know  you  were  ill.  Are  you 
ill .''"  And  he  approached  the  couch,  and  taking 
one  of  the  slender,  wasted  hands  into  his  great, 
strong,  brown  palm,  he  waited  for  her  reply  with 
a  look  of  genuine  concern,  in  his  blue,  fearless 
eyes. 

"  Did'nt  you  know,  Tom  }"  replied  Clara, 
shaking  his  hand  warmly.  "  Whatever  can  Mary 
and  Julia  have  been  talking  about  all  this  time  .-*" 

"  Oh,  I  don't  know,"  rejoined  Tom,  hastily  ; 
"  all  about — but  tell  me,  Clara,  how  long  have 
you  been  like  this  .<'" 

She  told  him,  and  then  of  the  death  of  her  dear 
friend,  Mr.  Carter.  Tom  was  greatly  shocked, 
for  he  had  learned  to  esteem  that  dear,  faithful 
servant  of  Christ. 

**  And  whom  have  you  here  now,  in  his 
place  ?"  he  asked  ;  "  somebody  like  his  predeces- 
sor, I  hope." 

Clara  Winton  shook  her  head,  and  devoutly 
wished  that  she  could  have  answered  Tom  in  the 
affirmative. 

"  I'm  sorry,"  he  said,  without  pursuing  the  in- 
quiry, for  the  shake  of  the  head  sufficed.  John 
Carter  had  worked  his  parish  well,  and  Tom  had 
hoped  that  his  mantle  had  fallen  upon  a  worthy 
successor.  "  But  who  is  this  vicar  of  St. 
Agatha's  now?  One  of  these — what  do  you  call 
them— Ritualists,  eh .?" 

Clara  nodded  her  head. 
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•*  What  a  pity !"  he  exclaimed.  "  Old  John 
Carter  raised  a  good  crop  of  wheat  in  his  parish  ; 
I  am  quite  sure  of  that ;  and  now  the  enemy  has 
come  to  sow  tares  in  it.  But  did  the  congrega- 
tion do  nothing  to  oppose  the  way  in  which  this 
man  conducts  the  services  ?" 

**  They  got  up  a  large  petition  and  sent  it  to 
the  Bishop  ;  but  it  was  useless,  they  could  get 
no  redress  for  their  grievances." 

"  They  never  do,"  burst  out  Tom,  passionate- 
ly. "  The  Bishops,  nearly  all  Ritualists  them- 
selves, court  the  approval  of  the  fashionable 
world,  and  sacrifice  truth  to  a  false  pretence  of 
charity.  It  is  a  crying  scandal  to  the  Church 
that  such  men  should  be  allowed  to  retain  office 
in  it.  What  sort  of  consciences  must  they  have, 
who  vow,  with  faithful  diligence  to  banish  and 
drive  away  new  and  strange  doctrine? — or  have 
they  any  conscience  at  all  ?  A  mighty  elastic 
one,  I  should  say,  one  that  can  be  stretched  to 
any  point  of  charity  they  may  wish.  What 
would  happen  to  an  officer  in  either  the  Army 
or  the  Navy  who  would  not  act  according  to  the 
articles .''  His  name  would  soon  be  '  Walker.' 
And  yet  these  Lords  Spiritual,  so-called — I  can 
never  associate  earthly  pomp  with  spirituality, 
these  pastors  of  the  flock — these  Right  Reverend 
Fathers  in  God — are  allowed  to  break  their 
word  with  impunity,  and  encourage  the  false 
doctrines  which  they  have  declared  themselves 
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;  prepared    to    banish.       Ugh ! — it     makes    one 
thoroughly  sick  of  the  Church." 

"  It  makes  one  sorry  for  it,"  amended  Clara  ; 

"  but,  thank  God,  Tom,  there  is  one  true  Church 

— the    Church   of  Christ — of  which  every  true 

believer  is  a  member,  and  where  all   gorgeous 

ceremony  and  false  doctrine  have  no  footing.     I 

feel  greatly  concerned  about  Julia  and  Mary  ;  they 

»  both  seem  so  attracted  to  St.  Agatha's." 

"     "  Pity,"  responded   Tom,   and    he   shook   his 

4;head  ;  *'  attracted    by   the   music,  banners   and 

*|vestments,  and  all  that  sort  of  frippery,  I  suppose. 

ill  must  talk  to  them  when  I  get  a  chance." 


CHAPTER  IV. 


A   PRACTICAL   PROTEST. 


Before  retiring  to  rest  that  night,  Clara  had 
given  her  cousin  Tom  a  few  of  the  later  copies 
of  the  English  Churchman,  an  organ  thoroughly 
representative  of  the  spirit  of  Protestantism  and 
truth.  In  the  columns  of  this  most  admirable 
paper  Tom  read  and  made  himself  well 
acquainted  with  a  good  deal  of  what  was  being 
done  in  the  Church  of  England,  of  the  idolatrous 
practices  carried  on  by  the  so-called  *  priests '  and 
connived  at  by  Bishops  who  instead  of  keeping 
the  vows  made  by  them  at  their  consecration. 
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actually  took  part  in  them  themselves.  He  read 
of  the  fjeneral  dissatisfaction  caused  throughout 
the  country  at  the  determined  attempt  on  the 
part  of  the  many  unfaithful  clergymen  to  drag  the 
Church  back  to  the  superstitious  mummeries  of 
the  mediaeval  ages.  He  read  also  of  petitions 
made  by  aggrieved  Protestants  to  Bishops,  peti- 
tions couched  in  the  most  respectful  language 
and  praying  their  lordships  to  be  faithful  to  their 
vows  and  banish  all  the  erroneous  doctrines 
which  were  being  taught.  And  he  read  the 
answers,  with  mingled  feelings  of  indignation 
and  disgust.  Was  it  possible  that  courtesy  on 
the  part  of  the  bishops  should  in  so  many  cases 
be  restricted  to  a  mere  acknowledgment  of  the 
petitions  and  no  notice  whatever  taken  of  the 
contents  ?  Yes,  there  it  was  plainly  enough  in 
black  and  white.  Tom  could  scarcely  believe  it. 
If  the  bishops  were  unfaithful  to  their  vows,  he 
had  at  least  credited  them  with  being  gentlemen* 
Tom  wondered  whether  the  bishop  ever  read 
St.  Peter's  exhortation  to  the  elders.  He  could 
not  conceive  it  to  be  possible  that  any  truly  re- 
generated man  holding  the  important  office  of  a 
bishop  could  be  unfaithful  to  a  solemn  vow  made 
during  his  consecration  and  that  instead  of 
*'  banishing  with  all  faithful  diligence  all  errone- 
ous doctrine  contrary  to  God's  word,"  he  should 
actually  connive  at  and  practice  all  these  idolatr- 
ous abominations  which  had  crept  into  the 
Church.     If  these  high  dignitaries  of  the  Church 
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were   not   truly   converted    men,    it   was    little 

wonder  that   the    Church   had    lapsed    into  an 

apostasy  pregnant  with   the  fruits  of  darkness. 

To  whom  were  the  people  of  Protestant  England 

to  look  for  some  practical  protest  against  this 

I  superstitious    mummery  ?       Certainly    not    the 

f  Arclibishops  ?     Clara  Winton  had  told  him  only 

;f  that   very    same    evening   that     both   of   these 

I  gentlemen   had    gone,   cap    in   hand,   like    two 

iMschoolboys  to  the  Pope,  desiring  recognition  of 

Nfltheir  orders.  The  Pope,  however,  had  repudiated 

I  their   claims.      Determined,    however,    to   have 

Isome  dabbling  with   idols,  they  were  now  posi- 

|;tively  seeking  corporate  union  with  the  Greek 

:f  Church.     Tom  had   been   abroad   when  all  this 

I  traitorous  intriguing   had  been  carried    on,  and 
'  -I 
]  when    Clara    told  him  he  was  shocked  beyond 

|measure.  It  was  certain  that  no  help  could  be 
pobtained  from  these  two  unfaithful  and  disloyal 
'men.  The  bishops  were  no  better.  For  the 
most  part  they  were  false  to  their  vows,  and 
earning  their  living  under  false  pretences,  and 
those  few  who  did  claim  to  be  Protestants,  were 
contented  simply  to  denounce  the  errors  which 
had  crept  in,  but  were  too  dominated  by  the  fear 
of  man  to  allow  themselves  to  make  any  practic- 
al protest  by  exercising  their  prerofjative  and 
making  a  bold  stand  against  the  works  of 
darkness. 

No,  as  in  the  case  of  the  Archbishops,  it  was 
equally  certain  that  no  help  could  be  expected 


34 


Light  and  Darkness,  or 


from  a  single  bishop.  Then  Tom  thought  of 
those  good  and  faithful  evangelical  clergymen, 
whose  names  were  to  be  seen  in  the  accounts 
given  of  the  different  Protestant  meetings.  But 
even  these  good  men  had  not  the  courage  of 
their  opinions  and  were  contented  simply  to  sit 
down  and  deplore  the  evils  which  had  crept  into 
ihe  Church.  What  was  to  be  done  ?  Were  the 
laity  to  stand  idle  whilst  the  work  of  the  noble 
Reformers  was  to  be  repudiated  and  sneered  at 
by  a  party  of  deluded  Jesuits,  inflated  with  pride 
and  arrogance,  false  to  their  vows  and  disloyal  to 
God  and  the  Church  which  sheltered  them .' 
Tom  threw  down  the  paper  and  rose  hastily  to 
his  feet,  and  began  to  walk  about  the  room  in 
deep  meditation.  Suddenly  he  stopped,  and 
striking  the  palm  of  one  hand  with  the  fist  of  the 
other,  exclaimed  passionately,  "  I'll  do  it,  if  I'm 
imprisoned  for  it !  Yes,  with  God  on  my  side,  I 
shall  fear  nothing.  I  shall  make  a  stand  for  His 
truth,  and  perhaps  others  may  follow  my  example, 
At  any  rate,  if  my  protest  serves  no  other  pur- 
pose, it  will  at  least  open  the  eyes  of  Protestant 
England  to  see  the  viper  which  she  is  nursing  ir 
her  bosom  !  He  knelt  down  and  prayed  earnest- 
ly for  grace  and  strength  to  carry  out  his  noble 
purpose,  and  rose  with  a  deep  conviction  that 
God  would  honor  him  as  an  instrument  in  His 
service. 

Calm  and  determined,   Tom  Winton  accom- 
panied   his    two   cousins    Mary    and  Julia    tc 
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St.  Agatha's.  The  two  girls  were  pleased  and 
proud  of  his  company  and  chatted  gaily  on  the 
way.  How  different  would  their  feelings  have 
been  liad  they  known  what  was  Tom's  purpose 
in  going  to  church  ! 

"  You  will  be  fairly  enchanted  with  Mr. 
Courtney"  burst  out  Julia,  rapturously,  "such  a 
contrast  to  poor,  dear  old  Mr.  Carter !" 

"Indeed!"  replied  Tom,  quizzically,  "then  if 
that  be  true  Mr.  Courtney  cannot  preach  the 
truth,  for  John  Carter  preached  nothing  but  the 
truth." 

Julia  looked  astonished.  "Oh,  Tom,  you  don't 
understand.  I  mean,  that  in  his  sermons  Mr. 
Courtney  preaches  a  more  hopeful  view  of  things 
hereafter  than  Mr.  Carter  ever  did." 

"  In  what  way  .''"  questioned  Tom,  doubtfully. 

Julia  hesitated  "  Well,  Mr.  Courtney  believes 
in  the  doctrines  of  purgatory,  you  know,  and 
really  Tom  it  is  so  refreshing  and  so  encouraging 
to  think  that  the  prayers  of  the  Church  can 
assist  us  after  we  are  gone.  Poor  old  Mr.  Carter 
used  to  say  that  as  the  tree  fell,  so  it  would  lie, 
and  that  nothing  more  could  be  done  for  us  after 
death." 

■  "  Did  you  ever  read  the  parable  of  the  rich 
man  and  Lazarus }"  asked  Tom. 

"  Oh  yes,  certainly,"  replied  Julia. 

"Well  then,  I  think  you  will  find  if  you  read 
that  the  right  way,  that  Abraham's  reply  to  the 
rich  man  when  he  asked  for  Lazarus  to  dip  the 
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tip  of  his  finger  in  the  water  and  cool  his  tongue, 
is  a  complete  refutation  of  the  doctrine  of  purga- 
tory. '  Between  you  and  me  there  is  a  great 
gulf  fixed,  etc'  Moreover  such  a  doctrine  is 
highly  dishonoring  to  our  Lord  and  Master  who 
'after  He  had  offered  one  sacrifice  for  sins  for- 
ever, sat  down  on  the  right  hand  of  God.'  Man 
can  have  no  part  in  washing  our  sins  away." 

"  I  must  get  Mr.  Courtney  to  come  and  ex- 
plain his  views  to  you,"  said  Julia,  biting  her 
lips.  *'  But  here  we  are  !"  as  they  entered  the 
gates  of  the  church. 

Crowds  of  fashionably  attired  ladies,  with  a 
sprinkling  of  the  sterner  sex,  passed  into  the 
church  along  with  Tom  and  his  cousins,  the 
rustling  noise  of  the  sweeping  silks  mingling 
with  the  subdued  voices  of  the  choir  as  they  sang 
softly  in  the  vestry. 

Tom  took  his  seat  among  the  gentlemen  for 
whom  a  special  side  of  the  church  was  reserved 
and  found  himself  nearly  abreast  of  his  cousins 
Mary  and  Julia  who  were  kneeling  in  silent 
prayer.  The  voices  of  the  choir  grew  louder, 
then  followed  a  loud  '  amen,'  and  the  procession 
of  white-robed  choristers  and  gaudily  attired 
clergy,  headed  by  a  tiny  mite  of  a  boy,  entered 
the  church.  There  was  a  great  rustling  of  silk 
as  every  one  with  the  exception  of  Tom  rose  to 
his  or  her  feet.  Tom  remained  calm  and  un- 
moved save  by  feelings  of  pity  for  the  poor  de- 
luded self-exalted  *  priests '  and  those  who  would 
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pander  to  tiieir  pride.  He  saw  his  cousin  Mary's 
eyes  fixed  on  him  in  sheer  amazement  at  what 
she  doubtless  deemed  his  shocking  want  of 
respect  for  the  '  priests.'  Then  down  the  aisle  in 
procession  came  the  clergy  and  choristers  sing- 
ing a  processional  hynm,  then  back  to  their 
seats  in  the  choir,  and  the  service,  a  Choral  Com- 
munion, began.  The  rays  of  a  brilliant  sun  shot 
down  through  the  large  stained  window  at  the 
east  end  of  the  church  bathing  the  'altar'  with 
colored  lights  and  putting  to  shame  the  lesser 
lights  in  the  shape  of  six  tall  lighted  candles 
shining  on  the  gaudy  milinery  of  the  '  priests '  as 
the  genuflected  before  the  altar  in  a  manner 
which  would  have  done  credit  to  the  performers 
in  a  harlequinade,  and  on  the  tesselated  pave- 
ment of  the  chancel.  Regarded  as  a  ceremony 
the  whole  thing  was  magnificently  done,  but 
thi  re  was  an  entire  absence  of  spirituality  in  the 
service  which  was  painful  and  repugnant  to  Tom 
and  such  as  himself,  who  wish  to  worship  God  as 
He  Himself  desires  to  be  worshipped,  namely  in 
spirit  and  in  truth. 

Tom  was  conscious  that  his  cousins  were 
watching  him  very  narrowly  but  he  was  de- 
termined to  carry  out  his  resolution  at  the  risk 
of  offending  them.  He  had  witnessed  enough, 
indeed,  to  make  the  blood  of  any  true  Protestant 
boil  with  righteous  indignation.  The  whole 
ceremony  was  Popish  and  replete  with  idolatrous 
abominations.     Incense   was  freely  used,  a  bell 
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was  rung  at  the  Sanctus  and  at  the  Consecration 
and  in  fact  all  the  ceremonies  of  the  Roman 
mass  were  carried  out  so  far  as  Tom  could 
observe  with  strict  correctness.  The  devotions 
of  that  morning  concluded  with  a  sermon  in 
support  of  the  doctrine  of  Purgatory.  After  the 
'priest*  with  three  uplifted  fingers  had  given  the 
blessing,  Tom  Winton,  to  the  dismay  of  his 
cousins,  walked  firmly  to  the  chancel  steps  and 
in  a  clear  voice,  said  :  "  I,  Thomas  Winton,  a 
baptized,  confirmed  and  communicant  member 
of  the  Protestant  Reformed  Church  of  England 
do  enter  my  solemn  protest  before  Almighty  Grod 
against  the  idolatrous  practices  I  have  witnessed 
this  morning  whereby  you  Mr.  Courtney  and 
your  two  curates  have  become  traitors  to  your 
ordination  vows." 

Every  eye  was  directed  to  the  bold  speaker, 
who  stood  tall,  calm  and  erect,  and  with  every 
lineament  of  his  handsome  features  stamped  with 
determination.  The  vicar  in  an  excited  state 
called  to  his  church  wardens  for  assistance,  amid 
mingled  cries  of  *  turn  him  out !  turn  him  out  !* 
and  the  faint  shrieks  of  a  few  ladies.  The  con- 
gregation closed  around  T^.m  and  rudly  jostled 
him  down  the  aisle. 

"  My  friends,"  said  Torn,  making  a  determined 
stand,  and  fearlessly  confronting  the  angry  looks 
all  around  him,  "pray  do  not  expend  your 
energy  and  strength  fruitlessly.  I  have  done  all 
I  intend  to  do  and  will  walk  quietly  out  of  the 
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church,  if  you  will  permit  me  to  do  so.  Church, 
indeed  !"  and  Tom's  voice  was  raised  in  scornful 
tones,  "  I  call  it  u  temple  of  idols  and  I  blush  to 
think  that  Englishmen,  who  arc  never  weary  of 
boasting  of  their  freedom,  and  their  prosperity 
whicli  are  owing  to  their  maintenance  of  those 
Protestant  and  scriptural  truths,  so  nobly  fought 
and  suffered  for  by  their  noble,  martyred  fore- 
fathers, should  in  this  nineteenth  century  be  de- 
luded and  led  away  by  blind  guides  who  are 
seeking  for  a  corporate  union  with  an  idolatrous 
church.  My  dear  friends,"  here  Tom's  rich  voice 
rang  out  in  clear  accents,  "how  turn  ye  again  to 
the  weak  and  beggarly  elements  whereunto  ye 
desire  again  to  be  in  bondage  ?  Jesus  Christ 
hath  been  evidently  set  forth  crucified  among 
you  by  your  late  esteemed  vicar,  good  John 
Carter,  '  Stand  fast,  therefore,  in  the  liberty 
wherewith  He  hath  made  you  free  and  seek  not 
to  be  entangled  again  with  the  yoke  of  bond- 
age.' I  have  finished,  and  will  walk  quietly 
out  of  this  defiled  building."  And  Tom  walked 
quietly  and  uninterruptedly  down  the  aisle  of 
the  church. 

His  tall,  commanding  figure,  calm,  bold  and 
fearlessly  spoken  truths  commended  themselves 
to  many  present  who  had  entered  the  church 
fimply  for  the  sake  of  being  entertained  by  the 
inusic  and  singing,  and  some  murmurs  of  ap- 
plause were  mingled  with  the  shouts  of  '  shame  t 
irtiame  !   turn  him  out '  and  the  hysterical  cries 
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of  a  few  shallow,  frivolous  young  ladies,  to 
whose  fallen  senses  the  debasing,  sensuous  ser- 
vice had  appealed. 

Dinner  at  the  Briars  on  that  eventful  Sunday 
was  not  a  very  sociable  meal.  There  was  a 
great  and  painful  constraint  in  the  manner  of 
Mary  and  Julia  Winton.  Tom  was  a  new  and 
strange  creature  to  them.  They  had  not  con- 
cerned themselves  before  about  his  religious 
views  and  the  first  inkling  they  had  of  them  was 
his  reply  to  Mary  when,  whilst  walking  to 
church,  she  had  spoken  of  the  contrast  between 
the  teaching  of  John  Carter  and  Mr.  Courtney. 
But  to  see  these  views  so  shortly  afterwards  take 
so  practical  a  form,  and  in  the  church  too  ;  why^ 
it  was  no  less  shocking  than  astounding.  Shock- 
ing indeed  !  It  was  sacriligious  to  so  profane 
*  God's  House  '  and  insult  God's  '  priests  !  Real- 
ly, it  seemed  to  them  it  could  not  be  right,  even 
to  talk  to  sucli  a  man.  Tom,  however,  main- 
tained his  usual  calm  and  cheerful  sociable 
demeanor.  He  carved  the  fowls,  spoke  on 
ordinary  topics,  although  he  only  received  mono- 
syllabic answers  in  reply  and  although  his 
cousins'  manner  was  apparent  enough  to  him,  he 
was  not  going  to  make  them  believe  that  he  was 
affected  in  any  way  by  what  he  had  just  done 
His  conscience  did  not  condemn  him  for  any- 
thing he  had  done.  Indeed,  had  he  gone  further 
and  overthrown  the  'altar'  and  smashed  into 
pieces  the  tall  candlesticks  and  the  great  cross 
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thereon,  it  would  have  been  simply  an  act  of 
pious  zeal  for  God's  glory.  To  call  such  an  ac- 
tion sacrilege  would  be  as  absurd  as  to  denounce 
Moses  when  he  destroyed  the  calf  made  by 
Aaron,  or  King  Hezekiah  when  he  broke  in 
pieces  all  the  false  *  altars '  erected  by  idolatrous 
priests.  No,  he  felt  that  he  had  nothing  to  be 
ashamed  of,  but  on  the  other  hand,  felt  pleased 
to  think  that  he  might  have  given  cause  to  some 
of  those  present  to  reflect  seriously  and  consider 
whether  such  an  idolatrous  service  as  was  carried 
on  at  St.  Agatha's,  could  in  any  way  harmonise 
with  the  spirit  and  teaching  of  the  New  Testa- 
ment. He  had  not  seen  Clara  since  he  returned 
from  church,  but  he  could  not  help  hearing  the 
excited  voices  of  her  two  sisters  as  in  an  almost 
breathless  state  they  told  her  of  the  awful  scene 
in  church.  Clara,  no  doubt,  had  been  surprised, 
for  she  had  know  nothing  of  Tom's  intention,  but 
he  knew  she  would  have  been  equally  as  pleased, 
for  like  himself,  she  did  not  think  it  sufficient, 
when  truth  was  at  stake,  simply  to  sit  down  and 
deplore  the  evils  which  had  crept  into  the  church. 
She  believed  in  vigorous,  practical  action  and 
that  where  formal  idolatr)'  was  practised,  a  form- 
al protest  should  be  made. 

**  Well,  Julia,  what  do  you  think  of  this  dread- 
ful business?"  said  Mary,  when  dinner  being 
over,  the  t"'  girls  turned  upstairs,  only  too  glad 
to  get  away  from  those  searching  eyes  of  Cousin 
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"  What  do  I  think  of  it  !"  repeated  Julia,  with 
almost  a  shriek.  "  Why  words  would  fail  to 
adequately  express  what  I  feel,"  and  the  younsj 
lady  with  an  air  of  weariness  sank  back  into  an 
arm  chair. 

"  I  feel  downright  ashamed  of  having  such  a 
relation,  so  wicked,  so  profane.  I  could  never 
have  believed  that  Cousin  Tom  would  go  so  far." 

"  And  then  to  think,  too,  that  all  those  wretch- 
ed newspapers  will  make  it  public  to-morrow," 
groaned  Mary,  "  and  our  name  printed  in  con- 
nection with  so  disgraceful  an  affair !  It  makes 
me  feel  faint;  pass  the  smelling  salts,  dear,  will 
you  r 

"  Clara,  of  course,  is  quite  pleased  at  what  has 
happened,"  sneered  Julia,  having  handed  the 
bottle  to  her  sister.  "  She  can't  and  won't  con- 
sider the  feelings  of  dear,  darling  Mr.  Courtney, 
and  those  two,  good,  holy  curates.  They  all 
looked  so  pained  and  shocked  ;  my  heart  did  go 
out  to  them." 

"  It  does  make  it  so  awkward  ;  one  doesn  t 
know  what  to  do,  I  wish  Tom  would  go  on  his 
travels  again,"  said  Mary,  after  a  good  sniff  at 
the  bottle  of  salts.  "  I  think  meals  are  wretched 
with  those  eyes  of  his  fixed  on  one.  I  declare  I 
quite  dread  the  idea  of  ejoing  down  to  tea." 

"  Well,  v/e  can  go  out,  can  we  not  ?"  hinted 
Julia. 

"Then,  there  will  be  no  one  left  with  Clara. 
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I  "  Oh,  bother  Clara,  what   a  nuisance  she  is ! 
We  shall  have  to  make  the  best  of  it  I  suppose." 

"We  shall  never  get  the  vicar  to  visit  us 
whilst  Tom  is  here,"  mourned  Mary,  "  I  think  it 
would  be  better  for  us  to  try  and  make  ourselves 
agreeable  and  talk,"  she  added  after  a  short 
pause,  "  we  cannot  possibly  endure  such  awful 
constraint  for  long,  I  am  quite  sure  ;  and  we  can- 
not hurry  Tom  away  almost  as  soon  as  he  has 
returned  ;  let  us  try  and  be  sociable  at  tea." 

And  the  two  girls  did  try  and  although  it  was 
(}'2^^  apparent  to  Tom  that  their  manner  was 
iori.ec,  still  it  made  things  a  little  pleasanter. 
After  tea  Tom  was  invited  up  into  Clara's  room. 
It  was  his  first  visit  after  the  protest  in  church, 
and  he  had  plenty  to  say  to  his  kind,  sympathis- 
ing cousin. 

"  Of  course  you  know  Tom  that  I  have  b'^en 
made  aware  of  your  exploit  in  church }''  she  be- 
gan, with  a  smile  of  approval. 

*'  I  could  .-s'-arcely  help  hearing  Mary  and  Julia 
giving  yc'.uho  ixciting  details,"  laughed  Tom.  "It 
was  not  difn.rj'lt  to  determine  on  whose  side  the 
sympathy  ia  -" 

"My  poor  sisters!"  mourned  Clara,  with  a 
sigh,  *'  I  am  always  praying  that  their  eyes 
might  be  opened.  But  Tom,"  she  broke  off, 
"you  do  not  know  how  pleased  I  am  that  you 
made  !:'  e  bold  protest.  I  only  wish  that  thou- 
sand.s  .;  :;;'e  would  do  the  same." 
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"  Perhaps  my  example  will  be  followed  by 
many  others,"  said  Tom.  "  I  am  sure  I  heartily 
hope  so." 

"  I  think  you  were  very  prudent  to  wait  until 
the  service  was  quite  over,  Tom  ;  they  couldn't 
have  you  up  for  '  brawling  during  divine  service. 

"Divine  service,  indeed  !"  Tom  laughed.  "1 
wonder,  Clara,  how  much  '  divinity  '  there  exist; 
in  a  wafer  god,  for  that  was  their  object  of  wor- 
ship, i  f  \ssure  you,  I  found  it  very  tryin: 
and  difificu  .  j  get  through  the  service,  and  whe: 
the  censer  swinger  came  to  cense  the  congrega 
tion  Ifwas  properly  incensed." 

'*  It  will  be  in  the  papers  to-morrow,  I  pre- 
sume," said  Clara.  "  Brown,  the  reporter  to  th; 
Review,  is  a  constant  attendant  at  St.  Agatha- 
and  he  will  make  the  most  of  it,  there's  little 
doubt  about  that," 

"  It  matters  little,"  said  Tom,  "  it  will  set  th; 
people  wondering  why  a  protest  should  be  mad? 
against  such  idolatrous  services,  and  some  ina; 
be  led  to  consider  whether  they  really  ari  \: 
accordance  with  God's  will." 

"  God  grant  it  may  !"  prayed  Clara.  "  0\. 
Tom,  does  it  not  seem  an  awful  thing  that  a! 
these  superstitious  mummeries  and  idolatrou 
abominations  should  have  entered  the  churc! 
again  !  It  has  been  going  on  for  years  now,  am 
notwithstanding  all  the  petitions  made  to  tl 
bishops,  matters  only  grow  worse  and  worse." 
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"  It  is  not  from  the  bishops  that  we  may  ex- 
pect any  redress  for  our  grievances,  Clara.  They 
are  in  sympathy  with  the  lawbreakers,  them- 
selves. If  the  bishops  had  been  truly  regenera- 
ted and  God-fearing,  spiritually-minded  men,  the 
Church  of  England  would  never  have  sunk  into 
so  deplorable  and  so  degrading  a  condition  as  it 
flow  is." 

"  It  seems  a  terrible  thing  to  say,  Tom,"  said 
Clara,  timidly." 

"  It  does,"  agreed  Tom,  "but  'by  their  fruits  ye 
shall  know  them,'  is  just  as  true  a  test  now  as  it 
^as  when  our  Lord  spake  those  words.  Do  ycu 
suppose  that  a  really  regenerated  man — a  child 
of  God — would  be  false  to  a  solemn  vow — and 
such  a  vow  ! — to  banish  with  all  faithful  diligence 
all  erroneous  doctrine  contrary  to  God's  word. 
"Why,  the  real  child  of  God  would  never  dare  to 
break  such  a  vow ;  he  would  love  and  fear  his 
Gpd  too  much  to  do  so.  What  do  we  find  these 
bishops  doing }  Why,  instead  of  advancing 
Christ's  Kingdom,  they  are  leading  souls  into 
darkness  and  are  partakers  with  those  who  are 
dishonoring  their  Lord.  Idolatry  is  certainly 
oot  one  of  the  fruits  of  the  Spirit." 

"  No,  indeed  !"  agreed  Clara,  sadly. 

"  It  is  utter  folly  to  expect  any  help  from  men 
nrfio  have  been  guilty  of  such  flagrant  dishonesty 
iK  the  discharge  of  their  Episcopal  duties  that, 
if  they  had  been  acting  in  the  same  manner  in  a 
<tfil   instead  of  an  ecclesiastical  capacity,  they 


I 

*  9 


46 


Light  and  Darkness,  or 


would  have  been  at  the  bar  of  a  criminal  court 
before  this.  Lords  Spiritual,  indeed !  Were 
they  only  deserving  of  that  title,  what  adififerent 
state  of  affairs  there  would  be  in  the  church  now. 
What  we  need  so  much  now,  Clara,  are  bishops 
and  clergy  who  are  spiritually-minded,  having  a 
true  knowledge  of  God's  word,  and  who  both  by 
their  preaching  and  living  may  set  it  forth  and 
show  it  accordingly.  That  is  what  we  want,  and 
until  we  get  such  men  in  our  church,  affairs  will 
be  no  better  than  they  are  now.  Pride,  detest- 
able 'pride'  is  at  the  root  of  all  this  mischief 
This  self-exaltation  of  the  Bishops  is  diametrical- 
ly oppose*^  tc  the  spirit  and  teaching  of  the  New 
Testament.  Successors  to  the  Apostles,  indeed  !' 
Tom  laughed.  "  Why,  Clara,  just  try  to  imagine 
St.  Paul  or  St.  Peter  capering  about  in  fantastic 
millinery  and  wearing  'mitres'  on  their  heads  I 
They  were  holy  men  and  well  knew  that  their 
Lord's  Kingdom  would  not  be  advanced  by 
•mitres'  or  any  other  articles  of  apparel,  but 
only  by  their  own  example  and  their  teaching. 
And  their  one  object  was  not  to  exalt  themselves, 
but  to  win  souls  for  Christ." 

"  You  are  perfectly  right,  Tom,"  agreed  Clara 
"  Would  that  these  Bishops  had  the  same  love 
for  souls !  And  now,  Tom,"  she  continued 
after  a  pause,  "what  do  you  propose  doing." 
You  do  not  intend  going  away  from  us,  I  hope. 
And  she  looked  anxiously  at  her  cousin. 

"  Well,  I  do  not  wish  to  go  away  yet,  Clara 
unless,  unless — "  he  hesitated,  for  he  was  thinking 
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of   Mary  and   Julia  and  felt  that   his   presence 
could  not  be  agreeable  to  them  now. 

Clara  read  his  thoughts.  "  I  understand  you, 
Tom,"  she  cut  in.  "You  are  thinking  of  my 
sisters,  but  pray  do  not  allow  them  to  drive  you 
away.  This  excitement  will  wear  off  after  a 
time.  Another  thing ;  you  are  my  guest  and  I 
shall  not  let  you  go  until  I  am  tired  of  you,"  she 
concluded,  laughingly, 


CHAPTER  V. 


"THE   PROTESTANT    LION    IS   AROUSED. 


'^' 


The  news  of  Tom's  bold  and  righteous  protest 
in  St.  Agatha's  church  was  read  by  many  thous- 
ands in  the  papers  for  the  following  day  and 
created  a  profound  sensation,  not  only  in  church 
circles  but  elsewhere.  As  might  be  expected,  it 
called  forth  the  fiercest  denunciations  of  the  Ritu- 
alists who,  basking  in  the  paternal  smiles  of 
sympathising  bishops,  were  carrying  out  boldly 
their  Romish  propaganda  without  a  thought  or 
a  fear  of  interruption,  and  with  a  success  truly 
alarming  to  all  sound  Protestants,  lovers  of  truth 
and  loyal  churchmen.  It  roused  the  drow.sy 
Evangelical  clergy  to  some  sense  of  their  shameful 
indolence.  Did  they  not  boast  of  being  Protes- 
tants and  true  to  God's  word  and  how  often 
many   of  them  had  stood  upon  platforms  and 
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vigorously  condemned  those  who  had  been  false 
to  their  vows.  But  they  had  never  allowed  their 
abuse  of  idolatry  to  take  a  practical  turn.  And 
now,  to  the  shame  of  these  men,  be  it  spoken,  it 
was  left  for  a  loyal  layman  to  protest  boldly  and 
in  the  name  of  God,  against  all  the  idolatrous 
superstitions  which  were  flooding  the  church. 
And  so,  whilst  admiring  the  motives,  many  of 
these  Evangelical  clergy  criticised  very  severely 
the  method.  But  although  many  condemned  it, 
for  it  was  a  method  which  tliey  felt  that  they 
could  never  have  had  the  courage  to  adopt  them- 
selves, they  were  unable  to  propose  a  better  one. 
Irritated  beyond  measure  and  jealous  of  the  fact 
that  a  layman  should  be  the  first  to  rouse  the 
Protestants  of  England  from  the  stupor  into 
which  they  had  fallen,  many,  whilst  severely  de- 
nouncing Tom  Winton's  method  did  not  even 
show  any  appreciation  for  the  motive  which  had 
actuated  him.  These  were  for  the  most  part 
from  gentlemen  who  styled  themselves  '  Moder- 
ate Churchmen  '  or  in  other  and  more  appropri- 
ate words  '  timid  churchmen.' 

The  '  laity '  however,  were  now  thoroughly 
aroused,  and  although  there  were  not  a  few  who, 
with  sickly  sentimentality  and  maudlin  feelings 
of  sympathy,  deplored  the  method  used  to 
arouse  the  slumbering  Protestants  of  England, 
the  greater  bulk  strongly  approved  of  it  and 
there  were  encouraging  signs  of  a  general  up- 
heaval in  favor  of  God's  truth  and  Protestantism. 
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Letters  poured  into  the  press,  some  upholding 
Tom  Winton's  bold  protest,  others  criticising  it 
in  no  measured  terms  of  reproach.  The  leading 
London  papers  gladly  opened  their  columns  to  a 
discussion  on  the  subject  of  "  Lawlessness  in  the 
Church  "  and  the  inaction  of  those  who  should 
have  suppressed  it.  Articles  appeared,  for  the 
most  part  condemnatory  of  the  bishops,  and  at 
length  the  question  was  raised  in  parliament 
and  public  feeling  was  thoroughly  aroused. 
Many  scores  of  letters  from  infuriated  Ritualists 
found  their  way  to  Tom,  many  denouncing  in 
the  most  bitter  terms,  what  they  were  pleased  to 
term  his  'sacrilegious  conduct  in  God's  house' 
and  his  profanity  in  stigmatising  God's  '  priests  ' 
as  idolaters.  Tom  was  greatly  amused  with 
some  of  these  wrathful  ebullitions. 

"  God's  house,  indeed  !  The  idea  that  a  build- 
ing in  which  idolatrous  ceremonies  are  performed 
should  be  called  '  God's  house  !  Why,  it  is  just 
as  absurd  as  that  a  sacerdotalist  should  be  called 
'  God's  priest '  or  a  '  Man  of  God.'  " 

Every  mail  seemed  to  bring  letters  to  Tom 
and  for  several  days,  the  postman's  heaviest 
delivery  was  at  the  Briars. 

"What  can  they  all  be  about?"  questioned 
Julia  of  her  sister  Mary  as  she  placed  a  whole 
heap  by  Tom's  plate,  one  morning  just  before 
lunch,  "  I  would  give  much  to  know  the  contents 
of  some  of  them." 
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"  Oh,  I  expect  they're  letters  of  abuse  from 
people  who  have  read  of  his  abominable  conduct 
in  the  church,"  implied  Mary.  '  That  was  a  nice 
little  piece  in  the  Review,  wasn't  it  ?"  she  added 
exultingly.  "That  showed  him  up  to  a  't' 
didn't  it  ?'" 

"  But  these  Protestants  are  so  blind,  you 
know,"  sneered  Julia.  "  I  don't  suppose  he  could 
see  the  meaning  of  it — ah,  bother  "  she  broke  off. 
"  There  goes  that  bell  of  Clara's !"  And  she 
left  the  room  and  hurried  up  stairs. 

"  Has  Tom  come  in  ?"  enquired  Clara,  when 
Julia  entered  the  room. 

"  No,"  curtly  responded  her  sister.  "  Is  that 
all  you  rang  for  ?"  pettishly. 

"  Well,  yes,  dear,"  said  poor  Clara,  hurt  at  her 
sister's  irritable  manner,  "  but,  I  thought  if  I 
could  see  him  befoie  lunch  I — ah!  here  he  is 
now !"  as  the  front  door  bell  rang. 

Julia  hurried  out  of  the  room  without  another 
word,  and  opened  the  door  to  Tom,  telling  him 
that  Clara  wished  to  see  him. 

"  I  wanted  to  see  you,  Tom,  just  for  a  minute 
before  you  leave  for  London.  It  was  only  to 
propose  something  to  you,"  as  her  cousin  looked 
questioningly  at  her. 

"  What  is  it,  Clara?"  he  asked,  kindly. 

"  I  was  thinking  that  it  would  be  a  very  splen- 
did thing  if  you  could  see  the  secretary  of  the 
Protestant  Association  and  persuade  him  to  send 
one  of  his  vans  down  here.     You  are  going  to  see 
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the  publishers  in  Paternoster  Row,  and  it  will  not 
lake  you  much  out  of  the  way." 

"  It's  a  brilliant  idea,  Clara,"  said  Tom,  en- 
thusiastically, after  a  few  moments  thought,  and 
I  will  not  forget  to  try  and  get  it  carried  out — 
but  there  goes  the  dinner  bell !  I  must  get  ready, 
good-bye,  Clara !"  And  with  a  warm  shake  of 
the  hand  he  left  the  room. 

In  another  hour  Tom  Winton  was  speeding  on 
his  way  to  London.  Business  in  Paternoster 
Row  occupied  him  for  a  few  hours,  after  which 
he  made  his  way  to  the  Strand.  The  secretary 
of  the  Protestant  Association  received  him  very 
warmly. 

"  I  am  proud  to  know  you."  he  said,  ex- 
tending his  hand,  and  shaking  Tom's  warmly. 
"If  we  had  only  ten  thousand  more  men  like 
yourself,  imbued  with  the  same  fearless  spirit  of 
loyalty  to  God  and  the  Church,  there  would  be 
some  hope  for  the  Church  of  England.  It  is  only 
to  the  much  abused  laity  that  we  can  look  for 
any  help  now  in  these  terrible  times;  the  bishops, 
with  very  few  exceptions,  arc  in  sympathy  with 
the  lawbreakers  ;  and  these  few  exceptions  are 
afraid  to  exercise  what  power  they  have,  and 
content  themselves  with  protesting  from  platform 
apd  pulpit.  But  all  this  is  of  little  account.  We 
V^nt  men  who  have  the  courage  of  their  convic- 
tlpns  and  will  act  as  well  as  preach,  and  all  senti- 
l^ntal   and   false   feelings  of  charity  must   be 
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waived  aside  in  the  cause  of  truth  and  for  God's 
honour  and  glory." 

"  Then  your  firm  opinion  is  that  it  is  only  to 
the  laity  we  can  turn  to  stem  this  Romish  move- 
ment ?" 

"  Yes,  there  is  a  strong  latent  Protestant  feel- 
ing in  the  middle  and  lower  classes,  which  only 
needs  to  be  thoroughly  aroused  to  sweep  away 
all  these  idolatrous  abominations,  or  else  dis- 
establish the  Church.  We  want  to  rouse  the 
Nonconformists,  whose  sympathy,  we  must  con- 
fess with  shame  and  sadness,  has  been  too  long 
alienated  from  our  Church  by  our  own  narrow- 
minded  and  bigoted  feelings  towards  them.  We 
want  them  also  to  realize  the  fact,  that  with  the 
return  of  Popery  to  the  established  Church  they 
will  lose  most  of  those  religious  and  civil  liber- 
ties which  were  purchased  so  dearly  with  the 
lives  of  the  noble  martyred  Reformers,  and  that 
their  interest  as  well  as  our  own  is  bound  up  in 
the  maintenance  of  that  sturdy  Protestantism 
which  has  been  and  is  the  bulwark  of  our  beloved 
country." 

"  Your  vans,  I  understand,  are  doing  a  good 
work  in  the  provinces  .''"  said  Tom,  inquiringly 

"  Yes,  they  are  doing  splendidly,  and  what 
with  the  sale  of  the  good  Gospel  tracts  and  the 
earnest  Gospel  addresses  of  the  colporteurs,  the 
*  light'  has  been  shown  in  many  a  'dark'  village, 
to  many  a  hungry  soul  perishing  for  want  of  it. 
Nothing  can  satisfy  the  poor  like  the  good  old 
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Gospel.  Ritualism,  with  all  its  pride  and  super- 
stitious mummeries,  can  never  a^.  peal  to  the  bulk 
of  the  masses.  They  like  something  plain  and 
tolid,  and  there  is  nothing  so  solid  and  substan- 
tial as  the  Gospel  of  Jesus  Christ." 

f  "Yes,  indeed,"  agreed  Tom,  warmly,  "the 
Gospel  meets  every  need  of  fallen  man." 

\  Tom  left  with  the  promise  from  the  Secretary 
that  a  van,  then  in  the  county,  should  be  ordered 

ib  H and  was  soon  whirling  on  his  way  back 

to  the  Briars.  He  recounted  his  interview  with 
the  earnest  secretary  of  the  Protestant  Associa- 
tion to  Clara  the  same  evening. 

"  Oh,  Tom,  I  am  so  pleased ! "  smiled  the  invalid. 
"And  you  are  going  to  deliver  an  address,  your- 
^If,  did  you  say  }  " 

"  Yes,  most  certainly,  Clara,"  replied  Tom.  "  I 
jjhall  have  something  to  say  whilsi  all  the  fashion- 
Able  congregation  of  St.  Agatha's  are  filing  into 
the  church." 

"  Oh,  Tom  !  "  sighed  Clara,  "  how  earnestly  do 
I  wish  that  there  was  not  this  awful  spirit  of 
|pdifiference  amongst  the  laity,  that  there  were 
i|pt  so  many  Gallios  !  " 

"  I  think  that  it  is,  in  a  very  great  measure, 
attributed  to  the  growth  of  Ritualism."  said  Tom. 
*f  Ritualism,  like  Romanism,  will  make  one  either 
A  devotee  or  breed  a  spirit  of  cynical  indifiference. 
We  see  this  exemplified  in  all  countries  professing 
the  Roman  Catholic  religion." 
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CHAPTER  VI. 


THE   PROTESTANT  VAN. 


Adjacent  to  St.  Agatha's  Church,  and  boundec 

on  one  side  by  the  high  road  to  C and  or 

the  other  by  the  small,  narrow  roadway  which  lee 
to  the  lower  part  of  the  parish,  was  a  small  plo: 
of  grass  land  belonging  to  a  Mr.  Rhodes,  a  farme: 
in  the  neighbourhood,  who  was  anxious  to  sell  i" 
for  building  purposes,  which  was  duly  stated  or 
a  board.  To  this  gentleman,  application  wa 
made  one  Friday  evening  that  he  would  permi 
one  of  the  Protestant  Association  vans  to  be 
drawn  up  there.  "  The  spot  was  so  suitable, 
said  the  applicant  who  was  none  other  than  Toir 
Winton,  "  being,  as  it  was,  so  close  to  the  church 
so  near  to  the  enemy's  camp,  you  know,"  he  added 
smilingly.  Mr.  Rhodes  cheerfully  assented,  an: 
when  Tom  had  fully  explained  his  reasons  fc 
getting  down  the  van,  he  grew  quite  enthusiast; 
over  it. 

"  Let  your  van  stay  there  as  long  as  you  like 
be  said,  when  Tom  turned  to  leave,  after  thankin; 
him.  "There's  no  one  that  hates  this  Poper 
and  Idolatry  business  more  than  I  do ;  it  will  b: 
the  greatest  curse  in  the  country  soon  if  tb 
people  don't  rise  up  like  one  man  and  stamp 
under." 

Upon  the  following  afternoon  the  inhabitan 
of  H stared  to  see  a  very  imposing  lookir 
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I  van  drawn  up  on  the  small  grass  plot,  and  the 
I  earnest  Colporteur  preparing  to  deliver  an  ad- 
I  dress. 

f 

I     News  of  the  van's  arrival  had  been  immediately 

Igiven  to  the  Rev.  Mr.  Courtney  by  one  of  his 

I  curates,  and  before  an  hour  had  elapsed,  the  vicar 

ifwas  on  his  way  to  Mr.  Rhodes  to  inquire  what 

'  'I 

jiaspecial  reasons  could  have  induced  liim  to  permit 
phe  van  to  stand  where  it  was — in  such  close 
^^roximity  to  '  Holy  Mother'  Church !  And  Mr. 
ourtney  held  up  his  hands  in  pious  horror. 

"  Would  Mr.  Rhodes  be  so  kind  as  to  h  ve  the 
idreadful  van  moved  atonce.-*" 

Mr.  Rhodes,  however,  was  not  to  be  thrown  ofT 
is  guard,  and  led  to  believe  that  he  had  com- 
itted  any  sin  by  what  he  had  done,  and  boldly 
replied  that  the  special  reasons  which  had  induced 
him  to  give  permission  were  that  lie  felt  every- 
thing possible  should  be  done  to  resist  the 
fncroachmeiits  of  the  plague  of  Popery  and 
Idolatry,  and  that,  where  there  was  poison,  it  was 
§dvisable  that  there  should  also  be  an  antidote 
||nd  an  emetic  close  at  hand. 

..•  The  vicar  became  indignant,  de^lrec.  to  know 
irhat  Mr.  Rhodes  meant  by  stigmatlziiig  his  ser- 
l^ces  and  teaching  as  Popery,  Idolatry  and 
Ifoison  ;  told  him  he  would  have  a  great  deal  to 
i||iswer  for  in  thus  seeking  to  draw  people  away 
m  the  truth,  snatched  up  his  hat  and  left, 
thout  so  much  as  a  "  good-evening." 
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Tom  Winton  was  greatly  pleased  at  his  success 
in  getting  the  van  to  stay,  and  was  quite  sanguine 
of  good  results.     Clara  was  delighted. 

"  It  is  just  what  we  want  here,  Tom,"  she  said. 
"  There  is  no  one  in  this  town  to  preach  the  truth 
boldly.  Mr.  Pearce,  of  St.  John's,  is  an  Evangel- 
ical, but  he  is  too  weak,  and  too  timid  to  wage 
war  with  the  enemy, — a  sort  of  "  peace  at  any 
price  "  man.  Mr.  Ready,  of  St.  Mary's,  *  /hat 
they  call  a  Broad  Churchman." 

"  Which  means  no  church  at  all,"  interpolated 
Tom.  "A  man  who  cannot  make  a  decided  stand 
for  the  truth  is  no  Churchman.  A  man  who 
believes  that  both  extremes  are  right,  is  no 
Churchman.  Broad  Churchman  indeed,"  he  con- 
tinued. "*one  who  seems  to  think  that  the  bible 
can  be  criticized  the  same  as  any  ordinary  book 
and  so  makes  shipwreck  of  his  own  faith  and  of  all 
those  who  are  foolish  enough  to  follow  his  teach- 
ing. It  is  this  terrible  destructive  criticism  which 
has  caused  thousands  to  throw  overboard  their 
faith  iri  God  and  drift  away  on  the  ocean  of 
infidelity.  We  boast  of  our  Church  being  very 
comprehensive.  Yes  indeed,  it  is  so  compre- 
hensive as  to  shelter  within  its  fold  ministers  who 
will  dare  to  dispute  the  plenary  inspiration  of 
God's  word,  men  who  in  their  ordination  vows 
have  professed  that  they  "unfeignedly  believe 
ALL  the  Canonical  Scriptures  of  the  Old  and  the 
New  Testaments.  Is  this  any  matter  for  boasting? 
Men  who  can  thus  cast  dishonour  on  God's  word 
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are  dishonouring  God  Himself  and  have  no  right 
to  be  ministers  in  the  Church.  "  He  that  is 
not  with  me  is  against  me  ;  and  he  that  gathereth 
not  with  me,  scattereth  abroad." 

"  I  think,"  said  Clara,  "  that  many  call  them- 
selves Broad,  because  they  dislike  the  idea  and 
trouble,  of  taking  part  in  any  controversy." 

'■  Well !  I  believe  you  are  right,  Clara."  said 
Tom,  laughing.  "  It's  '  a  save  me  a  ^ot  of  trouble,' 
kind  of  religion,  and  the  man  thinks  he  may  win 
the  favour  of  both  extreme  parties  without 
committing  himself,  by  calling  himself  a  Broad 
Churchman,  with  'open  views.'  I  cannot  see 
much  heart  in  it,  I  confess." 

"Well,  to  go  on  with  what  I  was  saying." 
resumed  Clara.  "I  have  mentioned  Mr.  Pearce, 
of  St.  John's,  and  Mr.  Ready,  of  St.  Mary's  ;  then 
there  only  remains  Mr.  Game,  of  St.  George's. 
He  is  utterly  useless,  also,  for  a  champion  of  the 
truth.  It's  all  pleasure  seeking  with  that  man, 
and  nothing  else." 

I  "  I  heard  some  funny  tales  about  Game  only 
yesterday,  from  John  Smith,  who  lives  in  his 
parish,"  said  Tom,  smiling. 

?  "  Game  is  awfully  fond  of  shooting,  as  you 
know,  and  will  bury  and  baptize  just  when  it  suits 
4iis  purposes,  and  without  hindrance  to  any  en- 
gagement he  might  have  with  a  shooting-party, 
x>r  golf-club.  His  poor  parishioners  have  been 
terribly  put  out,  on  several  occasions,  by  his 
icandalous  behaviour.     One  day,  he  kept  a  poor 
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old  fellow's  funeral  party  waiting  in  the  rain, 
whilst  he  was  out  shooting ;  in  fact,  he  had  for- 
gotten all  about  it,  until  something  jogged  his 
memory,  and  he  rushed  back  in  a  terrible  scurry. 
It's  a  scandalous  thing  that  such  '  weeds'  should 
be  permitted  to  remain  in  the  church,"  went  on 
Tom,  passionately.  "  They  ought  to  be  hoed  up 
and  shot  into  the  rubbish  heap  ;  for  they  only 
bring  religion  into  contempt,  and  do  a  fearful 
amount  of  harm.  No  doubt  Game  is  like  many 
more,  who  have  never  been  '  called  by  the  Spirit, 
but  have  been  pitch-forked  into  the  Church,  a.i 
being  a  respectable  means  of  obtaining  a  liveli- 
hood— one  of  the  abominations  of  our  ecclesias- 
tical system." 

"The  'living'  is  in  the  gift  of  his  father,"  put 
in  Clara. 

"  Ah !  that'll  account  for  it,  perhaps.  I  can 
quite  understand  it  now.  Then,"  he  added 
laughingly,  "  George,  you  must  go  into  the  Army; 
Charles,  you  must  enter  the  Navy :  and  William 
you  will  have  to  go  into  the  Church  :  and  you 
will  not  have  to  wait  long  for  your  living,  for  old 
Musty  is  eighty-three  now,  and  fast  breaking  up. 
And  William,  who  has  probably  never  dreamed 
of  entering  the  Church,  and  whose  mind  is  bent 
in  quite  an  opposite  direction,  is  pitch-forked  in 
in  order  to  preserve  the  living  in  the  family.  It 
is  monstrous,  scandalous,  and  we  cannot  wonder 
at  the  lack  of  spirituality  in   our   Church,  when 
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such  abominations  are  allowed.  But,  dear  me — 
what's  the  matter  now  ?  " 

Tiie  excited  voices  of  Julia  and  Mary,  who  had 
entered  and  closed  the  front  door  behind  them, 
were  heard  below  in  the  hall. 

"  Some  fresh  trouble,  Tom,  I  suppose,"  said 
Clara  wearily. 

"  Just  come  in  from  service,  I  suspect,"  said 
Tom,  with  a  shake  of  his  head. 

Clara  only  nodded. 

"  I  say,  I  wonder  what  they'll  think  of  me, 
when  they  find  out  what  I  have  been  doing." 
Tom  shrugged  his  shoulders,  and  burst  out 
laughing. 

"  I  call  it  abominable,  downright  abominable," 
came  the  sharp  tones  of  ?.!ary,  *'  to  allow  such 
a  thing  to  stand  there,  so  close  to  the  dear  old 
church." 

"1  call  it  apiece  of  iniquity,"  snarled  Julia, 
"  and  the  people  who  are  responsible  for  its 
present  position  ought  to  be  excommunicated." 

"  Oh,  I  say,  that's  very  nice  for  me,  isn't  it, 
Clara.-*"  said  Tom,  smiling.  "Here  they  come 
too  !  "  for  foot-steps  advancing  along  the  passage 
could  be  heard. 

"  Oh,  you  are  here,  Tom,  are  you  .? "  exclaimed 
Mary,  her  face  heated  and  excited.  "  What  do 
you  think  has  happened }"  she  went  on,  turning 

[from   Tom  to  Clara,  and    back   to   him.     Tom 

[smiled  but  made  no  reply. 
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"  Yes,  what  DO  you  think  ? "  added  Julia,  taking 
off  her  gloves. 

*'  Something  very  dreadful,  I  should  imagine, 
by  the  look  of  concern  on  your  faces,"  said  Tom, 
laughing.  "  Has  Mr.  Courtney  fainted,  or  one  of 
his  curates  gone  mad,  or  what  ? " 

"  Oh !  Tom,  don't  be  so  foolish,"  reproved 
Mary;  "but  Clara,"  turning  to  her  sister,  "you 
know  that  piece  of  waste  land  next  to  the 
church  > " 

"  I  do." 

"  Well,  some  impudent  people  have  got  one  of 
their  horrible  Protestant  vans  drawn  up  there, 
and  have  got  quite  a  crowd  of  foolish  people  to 
listen  to  the  driver,  or  what  you  call  him." 

"Van  colporteur,  I  suppose  you  mean,"  sug- 
gested Tom,  with  a  smile. 

"And  poor  Mr.  Courtney  is  in  a  terrible  way," 
continued  Mary,  "for  the  man  is  denouncing 
everything  taught  in  the  dear,  old  church  as  being 
opposed  to  God's  word." 

"And  they  are  crying  out,  '  No  Popery,'  every 
five  minutes,"  put  in  Julia.  "  Isn't  it  a  burning 
shame  ? "  and  a  look  of  concern  came  over  the 
lady's  face. 

"They  teach  Popery,  at  St.  Agatha's,  you 
know,"  said  Tom  with  a  smile. 

"  No,  of  course  they  do  not,"  contradicted  both 
young  ladies,  in  a  chorus. 

"  They  teach  the  '  Real  Presence,'  do  they  not.^'' 
went  on  Tom. 
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"  Y-e-e-s,  of  course,"  said  Julia.     "  Why  not  ? " 

"  They  have  auricular  confession,  too  ?"  pursued 
Tom,  ignoring  Julia's  question. 

"  Yes,"  said  Mary,  "  most  certainly  they  do, 
and  I  think  it  is  very  right  and  proper,  too." 

"And  they  teach  Sacramental  grace,  do  they 
not?  And  sing  hymns,  which  savour  of  Mariol- 
atry  > " 

"  Of  course." 

"And  worship  of  the  Sacrament  .'*  and  incense  ? 
and  worship  of  tlie  priest,  prayers  for  the  dead, 
and  all  that  sort  of  thing — eh  >" 

"  Of  course,  Tom,  how  very  stupid  you  are.'' 
said  Mary  irritably. 

"Well,  then,"  said  Tom,  to  the  horror  and 
disgust  of  his  two  fair  cousins, — "  if  they  do  not 
teach  Popery  at  St.  Agatha's,  I  should  like  to 
know  what  Popery  is  !" 

The  two  young  ladies  bounced  out  of  the  room, 
without  making  any  reply.  Although  they  had 
both  witnessed  the  protest,  made  by  Tom,  some 
few  Sundays  before,  in  the  church,  these  two  poor 
deluded  girls  could  never  be  brought  to  realize 
that  it  was  against  the  spirit  of  Romanism  and 
Idolatry,  that  he  had  so  strongly  and  boldly  pro- 
tested, for  the  simple  reason  that  they  could  not 
understand  the  services  at  St.  Agatha  to  be  in 
any  way  popish  or  idolatrous. 

"  Is  it  not  strange  that  they  can  be  so  blind  to 
the  truth,  Tom  ?  " 
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'*  Ritualism  seems  to  appeal  more  to  your  sex, 
than  ours,"  said  Tom,  without  directly  replying 
to  Clara's  question.  "  It  is  to  the  eye,  and  the 
ear,  in  their  natural  state,  that  the  appeal  is  made, 
and  women  like  what  is  pretty  and  sensational, 
and  love  to  make  their  religion  attractive  with 
flowers  and  millinery  and  music  and  all  that  sort 
of  thing.  Carnal  taste  has  a  great  deal  to  do 
with  the  religion  of  the  Ritualist.  I  cannot  un- 
derstand how  any  real  genuine  minister  of  the 
Gospel  of  Jesus  Christ  could  be  a  Ritualist,  for 
I  am  convinced  that  he  would  know  himself  and 
be  able  to  teach  others  that  Christ's  religion  is 
spiritual  like  its  Author,  and  that  its  recep- 
tion is  not  through  the  fallen  senses  of  men  and 
women,  but  through  the  operation  of  the  Holy 
Spirit  upon  the  hearts  of  those  anointed  to  re- 
ceive  It. 

"  That  is  just  what  dear  old  John  Carter  used 
to  say,"  mused  Clara.  "  He  was  very  indignant 
with  the  Bishops  for  their  faithlessness  and  in- 
action." 

"  I  wonder  that  loyal  Churchmen  could  fail  to 
be  otherwise  ! "  burst  out  Tom.  "  The  God  of 
this  world  hath  blinded  them.  All  they  seem 
to  think  about  is  the  fabric  and  scaffolding  of  the 
visible  church,  and  their  own  self  exaltation.  If 
they  would  only  think  as  much  of  winning  souls 
for  the  Master,  they  profess  to  serve,  what  a  differ- 
ent state  of  affairs  would  exist  in  the  Church  ! " 
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"  We  want  a  complete  reformation  in  our  Church 
government,"  went  on  Tom. 

"  Beginning  with  the  bishops,"  cut  in  Clara. 

"  Beginning  with  the  bishops,"  repeated  Tom. 
"  We  want  humble-minded  men,  spirit-filled  men, 
who  will  act  as  overseers,  and  who  will  be  able 
to  feed  the  flock  of  God,  and  be  examples  to 
them — not  lording  it  over  God's  heritage,  as  too 
many  of  the  bishops  do  now.  What  good  can  a 
man  do  for  the  advancement  of  Christ's  kingdom, 
who  is  so  inflated  with  pride  and  arrogance  as 
most  of  the  bishops  are }  " 

"  Then  you  would  advocate  a  New  Testament 
Episcopacy,  Tom } " 

"  Most  certainly.  What  could  be  better  or  so 
good  as  a  form  of  government  as  nearly  alike,  as 
possible,  to  what  it  was  in  the  Apostle's  time  ?  I 
think  that  the  very  idea  of  a  bishop  being 
selected  by  the  Premier,  who  may  or  may  not  be 
a  converted  man,  and  who  is  too  apt  to  place 
political  interests  before  anything  else,  is  scandal- 
ous in  the  extreme.  Oh,  how  much  better  for 
the  Church,  if  each  bishop  could  say  in  truth, 
that  he  '*  was  called  to  be  an  apostle,  separated 
unto  the  gospel  of  God  1 "  I  wonder  how  many 
of  our  present  bishops  could  say  these  words  in 
truth  >  " 

"  What  do  you  think  of  the  style,  in  which  our 
bishops  live,  Tom  }  asked  Clara  who  was  feeling 
deeply  interested  in  her  cousin's  remarks  and  in 
his  enthusiasm. 
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"  Most  unbecoming  humble  servants  of  Jesus 
Christ."  replied  Tom.  "  I  cannot  conceive  any 
spirit-filled  man  living  in  pomp  and  style,  and 
delighting  to  be  addressed  as  '  My  Lord.'  Earthly 
pomp  and  spirituality  cannot  run  in  harness  to- 
gether. And  then,"  continued  Tom,  "to  think 
of  the  title  which  a  bishop  assumes  of  '  Right 
Reverend  Father  in  God.'  Why  this  is  a  flat 
rejection  of  the  will  of  God  !  '  Call  no  man 
your  Father,  upon  the  earth,  for  One  is  your 
Father,  which  is  in  Heaven,'  are  our  Lord's  own 
words,  and  yet  forsooth  it  is  used  by  our  chief 
pastors.  Call  a  bishop  a  *  bishop '  if  you  like. 
What  other  name  can  be  necessary  to  him  .<*  All 
these  titles  in  the  Church  savour  so  much  of  the 
world,  I  think." 

"  They  certainly  are  not  necessary  to  the  form- 
ation of  a  church,"  said  Clara, 

"  I  cannot  see  what  our  Church  has  to  do  with 
all  the  titles,"  said  Tom.  I  think  that  ecclesias- 
tical titles  are  most  unbecoming  humble  minis- 
ters of  the  gospel  of  Jesus  Christ.  What  more 
emphatic  protest  against  titles  can  be  found,  than 
our  Lord's  own  words  to  His  disciples.  '  Be  no: 
ye  called  '  Rabbi,'  which  is  much  the  same  ai 
our  D.  D.  Why  cannot  they  rest  content  witi; 
the  assurance  that  '  honor  cometh  from  Goc 
only,'  and  wait  patiently  for  their  titles,  till  the 
Lord  Himself  confers  them,  remembering  Hi? 
promise  "  He  that  honoreth  me,  I  will  honor." 
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CHAPTER  VII. 


UNDER   CIIRI.ST.S   lUNNER. 


If  Mary  and  Julia  Winton  had  been  astonished 
r-  at  their  cousin  Tom's  out-spoken  opinion  respect- 
ing the  services  of  St.  Agatha's,  we  will  leave 
the  reader  to  imagine  wliat  they  must  have  feltj 
i^  when,  passing  that  'horrid  Protestant  van'  on 
their  way  to  church  the  following  morning,  they 
beheld  a  large  crowd  assembled  around  it,  and 
on  the  platform,  addressing  them  with  an  earnest- 
ness that  could  not  fail  to  carry  weight,  this 
same  bluff,  out-spoken  cousin  Tom. 

"  Why  !  "  exclaimed  both  girls  when  their  eyes 
rested  on  the  face  of  the   oreacher,   "  It's   cousin 
Tom !     Who    would     have    thought  it  .-* "   they 
gasped  out,  and  quickly  averting  their  faces,  they 
I  hurried  on,  and  entered  the  church  in  a  breathless 
^  state. 

We  will  not  follow  them,  having    been    there 

;;|  before  and  having  no  sympathy  with  what  they 

ci|  heard  and  saw  in  the  defiled  edifice,  but  we  will 

Ifi  squeeze  in  among  the  crowd  of  sturdy  laborers 

!"!  and  arti.sans,  and  listen  for  a  little  while  to  Tom 

I  Winton,  who,  standing  on  the  little  platform,  was 

!  boldly   championing  the   cause   of  his   beloved 

;  Master,  so  painfully  dishonored  in   these   latter 

I  days  by  so  many  dishonest  and  faithless  ministers- 

i|     "  Oh  my  friends,"  exclaimed  the  preacher,  "  let 

I  us  never  lose  sight  of  the  mighty  fact  that  Christ, 
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the  great  High  Priest,  our  only  Priest,  finished 
his  mighty  atoning  work  for  us  on  the  cross,  and 
it  now  only  remains  for  us  to  accept,  by  faith, 
the  salvation  which  He  has  purchased  for  us  by 
the  shedding  of  His  own  precious  blood  " 

"  There  are  men  here,  in  our  own  churches," 
went  on  the  fearless  speaker,  "  who  call  them- 
selves '  priests,'  men  who  are  mortals  and  sinful 
by  nature,  as  we  are,  and  who  yet  presume  to  be 
able  to  forgive  sins,  to  usurp  Christ's  prerogative, 
and  Christ's  alone ;  men  who  seek  to  thrust 
themselves  between  the  soul  of  man  and  his 
Saviour.  Aye,  in  this  so-called  enlightened 
nineteenth  century,  there  are  men  in  our  church, 
feeble  clerics,  who  are  so  blinded,  so  deluded,  as 
positively  to  believe  that  they  have  the  power  to 
bring  down  that  blessed  Saviour  upon  their  tables, 
and  offer  him  to  the  communicants  in  the  shape 
of  a  paltry  wafer  of  bread.  I  see  some  of  you 
laughing,  and  were  it  not  that  the  matter  is  a 
serious  one,  it  is  enough  to  provoke  laughter  and 
ridicule,  and  at  the  same  time,  unbounded  sur- 
prise that  such  delusions  should  exist  and  be 
taught  and  believed  at  a  time  like  this,  when  we 
are  blessed  with  an  open  Bible,  and  when  nothing 
can  be  discovered  in  that  Holy  Book  that  ' 
agree  with  the  false  teaching  of  the  ritualist 
the  saccrdovalist.  Alas!  for  these  poor,  delu>.,  1 
men,  who  will  tell  you  that  salvation  is  only  to 
be  obtained  through  the  Church  and  her  *  priests,' 
and  by  '  good  works,'  meaningj  a  constant  attend- 
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ance   at   church,   and    partaking   of    the    Holy 
Communion,  and  confession  to  a  sinful  man." 

"  Aye,  the  confessional — the  loathsome,  nox- 
ious, pestilential  confessional-box — is  once  more 
reared  up  in  our  once  sturdy  Protestant  Kngland,'' 
went  on  Tom,  with  kindling  eyes.  "  And  it 
makes  one  blush  with  shame  to  think  that  a 
practice,  so  disgusting,  so  dishonouring  to  our 
blessed  Saviour,  should  be  permitted  for  one  day 
in  tilt;  land  and  shed  its  impure  influence  upon 
all  who  are  foolish  enough  to  believe  in  it." 

'  It  is  impossible  but  that  ofifences  will  come,' 
says  our  blessed  Saviour,  but  He  adds,  •  Woe 
unto  him  through  whom  they  come!  It  were 
better  for  him  that  a  millstone  were  hanged 
about  his  neck,  and  he  cast  Into  the  sea,  than  that 
he  sliould  ofifcnd  one  of  these  little  ones.'  And 
think  you,  my  friends,  that  the  confessor,  who 
corrupts  the  truth  of  Christ,  and  the  minds  of  the 
little  ones  by  his  impure  questioning,  is  not  one 
of  the.se  through  whom  offences  come  i*" 

"  No  Popery  !  No  Popery  I"  cried  several  voices 
"  Turn  *em  out  o'  the  churches  !  We  want  none 
of  their  monkey  tricks  'ere.  We  want  honest 
TMen  ;  we  want  the  plain  Gospel  and  nothing  else  !" 

"  Let  us  arise  as  one  man  !"  shouted  Tom,  his 
f  e  glowing  with  enthusiasm,  "and  stamp  this 
noxious  plague  of  ritualism  under  our  feet  before 
the  sanctity  of  our  homes  and  hearths  is  invaded 
and  destr  /ed  by  the  poisonous  vapours  of  the 
confessional." 
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Tom  finished  his  address  amid  many  mani- 
festations of  applause ;  and  was  followed  by  the 
van  Colporteur,  in  equally  stirring  tones.  Then 
another  hymn  was  sung,  and  when  the  fashionably 
dressed  congregation  streamed  out  of  the  doors 
of  St.  Agatha's,  tracts  and  leaflets,  exposing  the 
false  teaching  of  ritualism,  were  handed  to  al! 
who  would  accept  them. 

Some  did  so  curiously  ;  a  few,  with  a  look  oi 
gladness.  But  most  tore  them  up  angrily,  and 
darted  looks  of  fierce  hatred  at  the  two  men 
engaged  in  their  distribution, 

Mary  and  Julia  Winton  were  amongst  the  last 
Cries  of  "  No  Popery !  "  rent  the  air,  as  the  large 
congregation  came  out  of  the  church,  and  reached 
the  ears  of  Mr.  Courtney,  and  his  two  curates, 
who  smiled  confidently  at  one  another  while  they 
divested  themselves  of  their  gorgeous  millinery^ 
and  congratulated  one  another  upon  the  very 
effective  manner  in  which  the  service  had  'gone 
off'  and  how  'admirably'  the  anthem  had  been 
'  rendered '  by  the  choir ! 

"  It's  only  those  horrid  Protestants!"  .said  Mr. 
Crucifer,  taking  off  his  hat. 

"  Go  and  talk  to  them,  and  expose  their 
ignorance,  Crucifer,"  said  Mr.  Courtnf^y  with  a 
bland  smile.  But  Mr.  Crucifer  suddenly  remem- 
bered that  he  had  been  invited  to  lunch,  and  that 
there  really  was  no  time  to  be  lost  in  bandyini; 
words  with  a  lot  of  ignorant  and  unreasonable 
people.     But  in    this  young  man's  heart   there 
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lurked  a  suspicion,  which  he  would  never  own  to, 
that  all  his  weak  arguments  to  expose  the 
ignorance  of  the  Protestants  would  be  in  vain, 
because  they  had  the  truth  upon  their  side. 

Even  had  this  young  man  possessed  the 
courage  of  his  convictions,  and  attempted  to 
address  the  people,  it  is  very  possible  that  he 
would  have  found  some  difficulty  in  obtaining  a 
hearing. 

His  very  appearance  was  the  signal  for  further 
manifestations  of  disgust,  at  the  false  system  of 
worship  now  so  much  in  fashion. 

"  There's  one  of  'em  !  "  shouted  a  burly  brick- 
layer, followed  by  a  loud  chorus  of  "  No  Popery  ! 
Hooroo !  "  and  Mr.  Crucifer  under  the  impression 
that  they  were  going  to  maltreat  him  in  some 
manner,  beat  a  hasty  rcireat,  scarcely  daring  to 
look  behind  him,  until  he  reached  the  door  of 
his  own  lodging. 

It  has  been  said  that  the  '  Briars '  was  scarcely 
a  stone's  throw  from  St.  Agatha's  church,  and 
that  the  organ  and  the  voices  of  the  congregation 
could  be  distinctly  heard  by  any  one  within  the 
creeper-clad  cottage.  So  it  was  that,  on  this 
eventful  Sunday  morning,  Clara  Winton  lay  on 
her  couch  and  listened  to  the  organ,  the  loud 
'Amen,'  and  the  responses  which  came  from 
within  the  church ;  and  the  applause  which 
greeted  Tom's  address,  and  Tom's  voice  itself,  as 
it  was  raised,  clear  and  distinct,  and  the  shouts 
of  "  No  Popery,"  from  outside, 
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"  Dear  Tom  !  how  earnest  he  was,"  she  thought 
and  oh  how  earnestly  did  she  pray  that  Goc 
would  bless  all  his  efforts  to  declare  the  trutl. 
plainly,  as  set  forth  in  the  Gospsl,  and  weaker 
the  power  of  an  enemy  so  indefatigable  in  sow 
ing  broadcast  the  tares  of  a  false  religion  ! 

The  raised,  excited  voices  of  her  two  sisters 
who  had  just  come  in  from  church,  broke  in  upor, 
her  meditations  ;  and  then,  for  the  first  time  sht 
wondered  how  Tom's  behiiviour  would  affect  the 
relation  between  his  cousins,  Mary  and  Julia,  and 
himself.  Would  all  be  peaceful  now  as  it  hac 
been  before?  And  then  the  words  of  the  Saviour 
came  into  her  mind,  "  And  a  man's  foes  shall  bt 
they  of  his  own  household."  "  I  came  not  to 
bring  peace  but  to  destroy  it,"  and  she  regretted 
deeply. 

"  Why  do  they  allow  the  horrid  thing  to 
remain  there?"  came  the  voice  of  Mary,  in  high 
tones.  "  I  suppose  they  can't  prevent  it,"  said 
Julia  sadly.  "And  Mary,"  she  went  on  plaintively, 
"  I  heard  them  insult  that  dear  Mr.  Crucifer 
They  called  him  a  pope,  and  wanted  to  duck  him 
in  the  pond,  and  I  saw  him  running  away  as  fast 
as  he  could,  the  disgusting  wretches !  Isn't  it  a 
shame  ? " 

The  two  girls  continued  their  conversation  in 
their  room,  whilst  getting  ready  for  lunch  :  and 
then  Mary  went  in  to  see  Clara,  and  pour  out 
her  grief  into  her  ears,  and  give  free  vent  to  her 
wrathful  feelings. 
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ij  'Just  fancy,  Clara,  our  Cousin  Tom  perched 
|ipon  that  horrid  van,  and  speaking  to  a  large 
ilrowd,  speaking  against  our  own  church,  he  was." 
I  "  My  dear  Mary,"  said  the  invalid  softly,  "  our 
llousin  Tom  is  doing  a  grand  work,  for  he  is 
^^ghting  under  Christ's  banner,  and  for  Christ." 

"  But  he  is  speaking  against  the  church,  our 

other  church,"  almost  shrieked  Mary,  in  accents 
if  dismay.     "How  can  he  be  fighting  for  Christ, 

he  is  doing  that?     How    ridiculous   you    are, 
Clara,"  and  her  voice  had  a  contemptuous  tone. 

"  Are  they  fighting  for  Christ  at  St.  Agatha's  }" 
asked  the  invalid  quietly. 

•'  Why,  Clara,  how  can  you  ask  Luch  a  ques- 
tion ?  Why  of  course,  they  are." 
i  *'  Mary,"  said  Clara,  fixing  her  soft  eyes  on  her 
lister's  heated  face,  "  do  they  fight  for  Christ, 
|vho  will  not  acknowledge  that  He  has  made  one 
full  and  perfect  sacrifice  ;  but  make  a  pretence 
of  offering  His  real  body  to  you  at  the  sacrament, 
in  the  form  of  a  wafer?  Do  they  fight  for  Christ 
|vho  seek  to  thrust  themselves  between  the  soul 
of  man  and  his  Saviour,  by  calling  themselves 
'priests'  and  professing  to  be  able  to  forgive 
Hins,  which  can  only  be  forgiven  by  our  own 
great  High  Priest,  by  Christ  Himself.'  Do 
they " 

But  Mary  had  bounced  indignantly  out  of  the 
loom,  and  Clara's  question  remained  unfinished. 

"  My  poor  deluded  sisters!"  wailed  the  invalid, 
lier  eyes  filling  with  tears.    "  Oh,  that  God  would 
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open  their  eyes!"  Mary  and  JuHa  did  not  feel 
comfortable  at  luncheon.  Tom  was  there  the 
same  and  yet  in  one  sense  as  it  seemed,  not  the 
same  cheerful,  plainspoken  Tom,  and,  somehow 
or  other,  the  conversation,  usually  so  brisk  and 
animated,  flagged  and  became  laboured  on  their 
part,  and  it  seemed  to  them  that  Tom  was  doing 
all  the  talking.  Tom  zuas  the  same,  however 
much  they  might  have  altered,  and  to  judge  by 
his  demeanor,  no  impartial  guest  could  have 
supposed  for  one  moment  that  anything  had 
arisen  between  his  cousins  and  himself  to  cause 
so  constrained  a  manner  on  their  part.  He  was  as 
full  of  conversation  as  ever,  and  chatted  away  a: 
gaily,  but  he  did  not  fail  to  notice  that  there  waf 
a  change  in  his  cousins'  manner,  and  though  wcL 
aware  of  the  cause,  he  had  tact  sufficient  to  avoid 
saying  anything  that  might  wound  their  feelings 
or  lead  them  in  any  way  to  suspect  that  lie 
understood  it. 

The  words  of  his  blessed  Saviour  came  forcibly 
to  memory  while  Tom  lay  thinking  before  he 
fell  asleep.  "  Think  not  that  I  am  come  to  send 
peace  on  earth  :  I  came  not  to  send  peace,  but  a 
sword.  For  I  am  come  to  set  a  man  at  variance 
against  his  father,  and  the  daughter  against  her 
mother,  and  the  daughter-in-law  against  tlK 
mother-in-law.  And  a  man's  foes  shall  be  they 
of  his  own  household." 
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•'  That  thou  appear  not  unto  man  to  fast."— J/a//.  6 :  iS. 


Time    rolled    along   and     Tom    Winton    still 

remained  at  "  The  Briars  "  although  he  had  more 

than  once  made  up  his    mind  to   go,  and    had 

i  expressed  his    intention    of  so   doings  to    Clara. 

^  But  she  would  not  hear  of  it,  and  begged  and 

1  implored  him  to  stay,  and  he  yielded,  occupying 

1  his  time  in  the  writing  of  his  book. 
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The  horrid  Protestant  van  had  long  before  left 

H ,  but  its  visit  had  not  been  forgotten,  and 

the  faithful,  earnest  words  of  the  Colporteur,  of 
I  Tom  Winton  and  others,  had  been  blessed  by 
|God,  and  weie  productive  of  much  good;  and 
Imany  a  bruised  reed  was  straightened  by  the 
|Lord,  and  many  who  were  as  smoking  flax  were 
Iblown  into  a  flame  of  spiritual  life  by  His 
|lvondrous  grace. 

Mary  and  Julia  Winton  still  continued  to  attend 
ervices  at    St.  Agatl  as,  much  to  poor  Clara's 
orrow,  who  was  not  insensible  to  the  fact  that 
his  constant  church  going  and  partaking  of  the 
acrament  had  come  to  be  regarded  by  her  poor 
isters  as  mere  duties,  a  sort  of  fetish  and  salve 
;o  the  conscience,  and  nothing  more.     She,  her- 
Jelf,  was  growing  weaker  every  day,  and  needed 
loser  attention,  vvnich  she  could  not  obtain  by 
ason  of  her  sisters'  constant  absence  from  home, 
lave  during  the  hours  of  sleep  and  meals. 
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"  They^^seem  to  live  in  that  blessed  church 
they  do,"  remarked  Janet  one  afternoon  when 
she  took  her  mistress  a  cup  of  tea,  "  and  one 
would  think,  Miss,  with  all  doo  respeck  for  your- 
self, that  so  much  churchy  work  would  make 
them  more  like  Christians.  But  it  don't  seem  to 
have  that  effeck,  for  they  no  sooner  conies  in 
from  church  than  they  begins  to  quarrel  with 
one  another,  and  they  don't  treat  their  invalid 
sister  as  they  oughter.  You'll  excuse  me.  Miss, 
I  know,"  concluded  Janet,  noting  a  troubled  look 
on  Clara's  face,  "  but  when  I  sees  you  neglected 
by  your  sisters,  as  you  are,  I  feel  I  must  talk  up 
for  you.  I  can't  see  that  their  religion  does  'em 
any  good,  if  they  neglect  an  invalid  s'ster:  there 
they  are  again  !  bang  !  bang  !  little  they  thinks  of 
your  poor  head,"  as  the  two  young  ladies  closed 
the  front  door  with  an  unnecessarily  loud  bang, 
and  rushed  hastily  upstairs.  "  Clara,"  cried  Julia, 
entering  her  sister's  room,  "  George  will  stay  to 
dinner  this  evening  ;  you  would  not  care  to  see 
him,  I  suppose  ?" 

"  No,  dear,  my  head  is  too  bad  to  talk  with 
anyone  to-night,"  replied  poor  Clara,  who  had 
not  yet  recovered  from  the  shock  caused  by  the 
violent  banging  of  the  door.  Julia  waited  to 
hear  no  more,  but  bounced  hastily  out  of  the 
room,  without  one  word  of  inquiry  as  to  her 
sister's  health,  or  as  to  whether  she  could  do  any- 
thing for  her ;  but  entirely  wrapped  up  in  her 
own  selfish  interest.s. 


All  one  in  Christ  Jesus. 
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The  Rev.  George  Crucifer  was  expected  to 
dine,  and  it  would  take  a  very  long  time  to 
arrange  the  crushed  bird's  nest,  and  the  curl  of 
which  came  low  down  the  forehead,  so  as  to 
make  herself  look  as  bewitching  as  possible  be- 
fore the  young  Anglican  priest. 

In  a  small  town  like  H ,  news  travels  very 

quickly,  and  it  had  soon  become  noised  about, 
that  the  youngest  of  the  Misses  Winton  was  en- 
Igaged  to  the  younger  curate  of  St.  Agatha's. 
The  news  was  by  no  means  pleasant  to  the 
eldest  sister,  but  she  was  powerless  to  prevent  it, 
and  the  young  clergyman  was  a  constant  guest 
t  "  The  Briars."  Tom  Winton,  of  course,  shared 
Clara's  sorrow,  but  he  made  himself  very  genial 
hilst  in  Mr.  Crucifer's  company,  and  was  never 
;he  first  to  touch  on  religious  matters. 

It  happened  to  be  a  Friday,  and  Tom,  forget- 
'ul  of  the  fact,  whilst  at  dinner,  asked  him 
hctherhe  would  like  a  little  beef  Mr.  Crucifer 
(lushed  and  looked  rather  foolish,  scarcely  know- 
ing whether  to  treat  the  question  as  a  joke,  or 
,ot,  for  Tom  had  never  made  this  mistake  be- 
lore.  But  Julia  immediately  came  to  his  rescue, 
nd  with  a  somewhat  heated  face,  reminded  Tom 
at  it  was  Friday,  and  he  might  have  known  it, 
;onsidering  that  fish  was  on  the  table.  A  smile 
lurked  in  the  corners  of  Tom's  mouth,  while  he 
•eplied  that  he  had  indeed  forgotten  the  day,  and 
Tusted  that  he  had  done  no  harm.  But,  Julia,  who 
loted  the  puzzled  look  on  Mr.  Crucifer's  face, 
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and  could  not  bear  tl^e  thought  of  her  loved 
one  being  ruffled  in  the  least,  did  not  forget  the 
trivial  incident  so  readily  as  Tom,  and  took  care 
to  remind  that  young  gentleman  of  it  during 
supper  that  evening. 

"  Such  a  mistake,  Tom,"  she  said,  "  and  I  am 
quite  sure  that  you  annoyed  him,  and  made  him 
feel  uncomfortable  as  well  as  look  so." 

"  Nonsense,  Julia,"  replied  Tom,  good  humor- 
edly,  "  Why  should  it  do  so  ?" 

"  It  is  too  serious  a  matter  to  treat  as  a  joke,' 
retorted  Julia,  warmly. 

"  I  fail  to  see  it  in  that  light,  Julia,"  returned 
Tom,  politely.  "'  I  can  see  nothing  in  a  man's 
taking  fish  on  Friday  instead  of  meat.  Fish  is 
remarkably  good,  and  can  satisfy  the  appetite.' 

"  But  Friday  is  a  fast  day,  you  must  remember, 
Tom,"  put  in  Mary. 

Tom  laughed.  "  Mr  Crucifer  seemed  to  me  to 
have  a  very  good  appetite,"  he  said.  "  I  could 
not  help  noticing  that  he  came  twice  for  his  fish: 
I  failed  to  detect  any  visible  sign  of  his  having 
fasted  at  dinner." 

"  I  think  it  is  downright  abominable,"  burst  out 
Julia  angrily,  "that  he  should  have  been  noticed 
by  you  so  closely." 

"  When  a  man  makes  a  profession  of  anything,' 
said  Tom,  quite  unconcerned,   "  the  eyes  of  the| 
world  are  bound  to  be  set  on  him,  and  it  is  onlyj 
natural  that  it  should  be  so.     Now,  if  there  is  one| 
thing  which  I  do  admire,"  he  continued,   "  it  i^ 
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consistency,  I  could  not  help  noticing  that  Mr. 
Crucifer  left  the  house  with  a  very  fragrant  weed 
in  his  mouth." 

"  But  that  is  not  eating  !  "  said  Julia  scornfully 

"  No,  most  certainly  it  is  not,"  said  Tom,  with 
an  amused  expression  on  his  face  ;  "  and  it  is 
not  fasting." 

•'  I  should  think  Mr.  Crucifer  has  a  perfect 
right  to  smoke,"  said  Mary. 

"  Of  course,  of  course,"  said  Tom,  still  in  a 
bantering  tone,  "and  he  has  also  a  perfect  right 
to  eat  meat  on  Friday,  if  he  chooses  to  do  so. 
Do  you  suppose  that  fasting  is  confined  to  the 
mere  abstention  from  meat,  and  that  fasting 
should  be  confined  to  only  one  day  in  the  week 
or  to  a  certain  period  in  the  church  year  ?" 

"  It  is  what  the  church  teaches  us,  whatever 
you  may  say,"  said  Julia,  warmly. 

"  Well,  then,  let  those  be  consistent  in  carrying 
it  out  who  believe  in  it  at  all,"  said  Tom.  "  Mr. 
Crucifer,  I  know  to  be  an  inveterate  smoker  and 
the  weed  is  a  luxury  to  him.  No  man  or  woman, 
can  be  said  to  be  fasting,  who  indulges  in  luxuries. 
There's  Baker  of  Detham,  close  here,  another 
Ritualist.  He  is  very  scrupulous  about  the 
observance  of  Friday  fasting,  and  all  that  sort  of 
thing,  but  he  can  neither  give  up  his  pipe,  nor  his 
wine  and  beer.  So  far  as  this  Friday  fasting 
business  goes,"  continued  Tom,  "  it  is  entirely 
contrary  to  the  spirit  of  the  whole  thing  as  laid 
down  by  our  Lord.     Fasting — by  fasting  I  mean 
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abstinence,  self-denial — should  not  be  done  in 
public.  '  That  thou  appear  not  unto  men  to  fast,' 
are  our  Saviour's  own  words,  and  forsooth,  we 
refuse  meats  in  the  presence  of  others,  which, 
after  all,  is  a  very  meagre  sacrifice  ;  whilst  at  the 
same  time  we  indulge  in  the  luxuries  of  smoking, 
novel  reading,  ball  going,  theatre  going,  and  a 
host  of  other  etceteras.  The  whole  thing  is  a 
perfect  farce,  if  not  carried  out  consistently.  In 
fact,  to  sum  it  all  up,  the  whole  life  of  a  true 
Cliristian  must  be  one  of  self-denial  and  fasting, 
for  he  well  knows  that  luxuries  are  '  weights,' 
which  will  only  hinder  him  whilst  running  the 
Christian  race.  '  If  any  man  will  come  after  me, 
let  him  deny  himself  and  take  up  his  cross  and 
follow  me,'  are  our  Lord's  own  words,  and  can 
we  suppose  that  He  expects  us  to  carry  out  this 
command  only  at  stated  periods.^" 

The  only  reply  which  the  young  ladies  made 
to  this  reasoning  of  Tom  Winton  was  that  the 
church  had  ordered  it,  and  that  it  should  be  done 
whatever  else  was  left  undone. 

"  But  surely,"  objected  Tom,  "  you  do  not  mean 
to  place  the  authority  of  the  Church — and  by 
the  Church,  I  presume  you  mean  the  *  Church  of 
England  ' — on  a  par  with  that  of  the  Scriptures  ?" 

"  We  accept  the  teaching  of  the  Church,"  said 
Julia,  with  rising  anger. 

"  Do  you  mean  to  tell  me,  Julia,"  said  Tom,  in 
tones  of  surprise,  "  that  you  never  read  the  Bible 
for  yourself  ?" 
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"No,  I  do  not,"  said  Julia  unblushingly,  "  I 
hear  what  the  Churcli  sajs  about  it,  and  am  con- 
tent to  abide  by  her  interpretation." 

"  And  I  too  !"  said  Mary. 

"  Whatever  you  may  say  against  Mr.  Crucifer," 
continued  Julia,  hotly,  "  I'm  sure  that  you  must 
admit  that  he  is  a  most  hardworking  and  earnest 
'  priest,'  and  I  am  sure  that  Father  Courtney 
and  his  two  curates,  can  justly  lay  claim  to 
Apostolical  Succession." 

Tom  gave  a  low  whistle. 

"And  yet  do  things  which  are  diametrically 
opposed  to  the  teaching  of  the  Apostles  >  eh  ?  " 
he  said. 

"  What  things .? "  inquired  the  two  young  ladies, 
in  a  breath. 

"  Many  things,"  said  Tom,  and,  continuing, 
"  in  the  first  place,  the  Apostles  were  not  *  priests  ' 
and  were  never  so  called,  and  never  discharged 
the  functions  of  a  priest.  A  priest's  duty  was  to 
offer  sacrifice,  and  we  never  read  of  the  Apostles 
ever  having  done  such  a  thing.  On  the  contrary, 
they  went  about  teaching  its  abolition.  If  you 
will  only  turn  to  the  Epistle  to  the  Hebrews  lo  : 
9,  you  will  read ' 

"Then,  vvhy  did  Christ  say  those  words,  'Do 
this  in  remembrance  of  me,'  if  He  did  not  mean 
that  they  were  to  be  '  priests,'  "  broke  in  Julia 
exultantly. 
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"And,'  whosoever  sins  ye  remit,* "  added  Mary 
who  was  thinking  of  the  confession  she  had 
made  that  morning. 

"  When  Christ  said  those  words, '  Do  this  in 
remembrance  of  me/  He  never  meant  that  His 
Apostles  were  to  consider  themselves  as  being 
*  sacrificing  priests.'  It  was  simply  a  command 
to  them  and  His  followers  to  break  bread  and 
eat  it,  in  remembrance  of  His  broken  body,  and 
so  proclaim  His  death  until  He  came  again !" 

"  Father  Courtney  says  that  the  Apostles  were 
constituted  '  priests '  by  those  words,"  said  Mary. 

"  Never ! "  said  Tom  decidedly.  **  Had  such 
been  the  case,  we  should  have  heard  of  His 
Apostles  exercising  priestly  functions  ;  but  we  do 
not  hear  of  their  doing  so.  And  Mary,"  con- 
tinued Tom,  gravely,  "  do  you  not  realize  what 
an  awful  sin  these  so-called  '  priests '  are  commit- 
ing,  when  they  usurp  Christ's  prerogative  and 
blasphemously  pretend  that  they  can  forgive  sins  ; 
and  are  able  to  bring  Christ,  Himself,  down  upon 
the  table,  in  the  form  of  a  wafer,  made  by  a 
sinner  ? " 

"  No  I  cannot  see  that  the  Father  is  wrong  at 
all,"  said  Julia  stoutly.  "The  Bible  teaches  us 
that  we  are  to  confess  our  faults,  one  to  the  other." 

"  Yes,  one  to  the  other,  clergy  and  laity  alike," 
cut  in  Tom,  adding,  "if  we  have  wronged  a 
fellow  creature  in  thought,  word,  or  deed,  it  is  our 
duty  to  confess  to  him  ;  but  never  to  pour  our 
confession  into  the  ears  of  mortal   man,  styling 
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himself  a  priest,  and  who,  probably,  is  as  sinful 
as  ourselves — under  the  mistaken  idea  that  he  is 
able  to  forgive  our  sins  " 

"  How  dare  you  call  one  of  God's  '  priests  '  a 
sinful  man?"  asked  Julia  angrily. 

"We  are  all  sinners,  Julia,"  said  Tom,  calmly. 
'  If  we  siiy  that  we  have  no  sin  we  deceive  our- 
selves, and  the  truth  is  not  in  us.'  The  clergy 
arc  men  of  like  passions  with  ourselves,  and  have 
no  more  right  to  be  styled  '  God's  Priests  '  than 
any  ordinary  believer  who  places  his  entire  trust 
in  Jesus  Christ.  Christ  is  the  only  Priest.  Under 
the  Christian  dispensation  He  discharges  all  the 
priestly  functions.  Both  Priest  and  Victim,  He 
offered  Himself  once  and  only  once.  The  Church 
of  England  has  no  sacrificing  priesthood.  All 
true  believers  are  *  priests '  to  offer  up  the  spiritual 
sacrifices  of  *  themselves '  as  you  will  see  in 
Romans,  xii,  verse  i, '  of  praise  '  as  you  will  see  in 
Hebrews  xiii,  verse  15,  of  'good  works,'  as  you 
will  find  in  Philippians  iv,  verse  18. 

"  You  have  not  explained  the  meaning  of  those 
words  *  Whosoever  sins  ye  remit,  they  are  re- 
mitted,'" urged  Mary. 

"  The  meaning  is  simple  enough,"  said  Tom. 
"The  Apostles  remitted  sins  by  preaching  the 
Gospel  of  Salvation  by  faith  in  Christ  Jesus." 

"  I  cannot  understand  that,"  said  Mary,  "  How 
can  sins  be  remitted  by  preaching  the  Gospel  ?  " 

"  Do  you  remember  the  words  of  St.  Peter  ; — 
*  To   Him   give   all  the   prophets   witness   that 
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through  His  name,  whosoever  believeth  in  Him 
shall  have  remission  of  sins.'  And  ag?iin,  what 
did  St.  Paul  say }  '  Be  it  known  unto  you,  men 
and  brethren,  that  througli  this  man  is  preached 
the  forgiveness  of  sins.'  In  a  word,"  concluded 
Tom,  "  the  apostles  remitted  sins  by  the  preach- 
ing of  God's  Word,  and  never  taught  the  practice 
of  auricular  confession,  which  is  a  loathsome 
abomination.  Christ  alone  is  our  one  great  High 
Priest,  and  to  Him  alone  must  we  confess;  and 
He  is  now  sitting  on  the  right  hand  of  His  Father, 
interceding  for  us.  No  human  priest  can  possibly 
be  the  channel  through  which  pardon  comes,  and 
I  deny  the  right  of  any  one  of  them  to  pry  into 
the  spiritual  condition  of  the  souls  of  others." 

"  There's  Clara's  bell,"  said  Julia,  rising  hastily, 
"  I  wonder  what's  the  matter  now,"  and  both 
young  ladies  left  the  room,  only  too  glad  to 
escape  any  further  controversy,  and  feeling  thor- 
oughly disgusted  with  their  bluff,  outspoken 
cousin,  whose  opinions  were  so  completely  at 
variance  with  their  own,  and  so  destructive  to  the 
spurious  consolation  they  derived  from  a  cere- 
monial religion. 

CHAPTER  IX. 


THE  VALLEY   OF   THE   SHADOW   OF   DEATH 


Tom   Winton    finished    his    book,   and    was 
fortunate  enough  to  get  it  accepted  by   a  well 
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known  firm  of  publishers.  He  was  much  pleased, 
of  course,  and  mooted  his  intention  of  taking  a 
lioliday  after  his  recent  confinement  and  sedent- 
ary occupation. 

"  I  shall  go  down  to  the  Isle  of  Wight,  and  stay 
over  Christmas,"  he  said  to  his  cousin  Clara. 

A  strange  look  came  over  the  invalid's  tice. 
Tom  noticed  it  at  once,  and  in  anxious  tones 
asked  her  whether  she  was  feeling  worse. 

"Well,  yes,  Tom,  I  am  feeling  worse,  I  am 
feeling  so  much  weaker,  and  oh,  Tom,  I  shall 
miss  you  greatly,  if  you  leave,"  she  added,  a  look 
of  yearning  tenderness  in  her  eyes,  "  but  I  am 
not  going  to  be  selfish  ;  so  go,  Tom,  do,  and  never 
mind  what  I  have  said." 

"No,  I  shall  not  go,"  replied  her  bluff,  unselfish 
cousin,  drawing  his  chair  closer  to  the  couch.  "  I 
could  never  enjoy  myself  if  I  went,  knowing  that 
you  were  feeling  worse,  but  Clara,"  he  went  on, 
looking  earnestly  into  her  f:.ycs,  "  I  had  no  idea 
that  you  were  feeling  weaker.  Why  have  you 
kept  from  us  the  faci  ? "  And  Tom  took  her 
slender  hand  into  one  of  his  own  broad,  strong 
palms.  The  tears  welled  up  in  the  soft,  brown 
eyes,  but  there  was  no  reply. 

"  I  know  why,  Clara,"  Tom  went  on  passion- 
ately, "you  think  that  it  would  grieve  tis,  and 
you  know  well  enough  that  you  require  more 
personal  attention  than  you  can  get.  Where  are 
Julia  and  Mary.?     Why  do  they  not  attend    to 
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their  poor  sister  as  they  should  do?"  he  added, 
ahiiost  fiercely. 

"  Oh,  never  mind  them,  Tom,"  said  Clara, 
wearily,  'they've  gone  to  church;  they  like  to 
go  there." 

"To  church!"  rej-eated  Tom,  bitterly.  "Is 
there  any  reliy;ion  in  neglecting  a  sick  sister, 
whiLst  they  fritter  their  time  away  in  idolatrous 
practices,  and  priest  worship } "  and  Tom  rose 
from  his  chair,  and  paced  up  and  down  the  room. 
Clara  made  no  reply,  and  upon  Tom's  looking 
round,  he  discovered,  to  his  alarm,  that  she  had 
fainted.  He  rang  the  bell  instantly,  and  Janet 
answered  it. 

'•  Run  for  the  doctor,  quick,  Janet."  he  said 
"Miss  Clara  has  fainted." 

In  a  few  minutes  the  doctor  came  and  applied 
the  usual  restoratives,  until  his  poor  patient  had 
come  to  again.  He  then  took  Tom  aside  and 
told  him  that  he  feared  Clara  Winton  was  much 
worse,  and  that  it  was  not  safe  for  her  to  be  left 
alone  for  an  hour,  without  some  fetnale  attendant. 
He  then  asked  where  her  sisters  were. 

"  At  church,"  said  Tom,  adding  that  they 
seemed  to  spend  all  their  time  there. 

"  Well,  one  of  them  must  be  in  constant 
attendance  upon  her  sister,"  said  the  doctor,  and 
bidding  him  good-day,  he  left  the  room.  Tom 
called  him  back.  "  Doctor,"  he  said,  *'  I  think  it  ^ 
will  be  well  for  you,  if  you  do  not  object,  to  let 
Miss  Mary  and  Miss  Julia  know  your  opinion  of 
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their  sister's  state  of  health,  and  to  tell  them 
yourself,  that  she  must  not  be  left  alone." 

"  I  will  look  in,  in  the  evening,"  replied  the 
doctor,  hurriedly,  and  left. 

Mary  and  Julia  came  in  at  six,  and  upon  hear- 
inii  from  Tom  that  the  doctor  had  been  in  to  see 
their  sister,  expressed  great  anxiety. 

"  I  had  not  the  faintest  idea  that  she  was  any 
worse  than  usual,     aid  Mary. 

"  Nor  I,"  echoed  Julia. 

Tom  thought  that  this  was  very  likely,  con- 
sidering the  little  attention  and  thought  these 
two  young  ladies  bestowed  upon  their  sick  sister. 

The  doctor  called  again  in  the  evening,  and 
stayed  some  time  chatting  with  his  patient ;  and, 
before  leaving,  gave  her  two  sisters  to  understand 
that  one  of  them  must  be  in  constant  attendance 
upon  the  invalid. 

"  Such  a  bother  !  "  exclaimed  Mary,  biting  her 
nails  with  vexation.  "  Only  one  of  us,  now,  will 
be  able  to  go  to  Mrs.  C 's  dance." 

"  I  suppose  so,"  said  Julia,  "  it's  very  vexatious, 
certainly;  but  there  is  one  thing  I  must  never 
allow  any  one  to  do,  except  myself,  whether 
Clara  has  to  be  left  alone  or  not,  and  that  is 
polishing  up  the  communion  rails  and  cleaning 
the  vases  and  candlesticks  on  the  '  altar.'  No 
one  shall  deprive  me  of  that  duty."  And  Julia, 
who  really  thought  that  in  discharging  these 
'  duties,'  as  she  termed  them,  she  was  doing  not 
only  a  useful  but  a  holy  work,  set  her  teeth  and 
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compressed    her    lips,    as    though    she    would 
challenge  all  opposition  to  her  will. 

"  Oh,  you  are  perfectly  welcome  to  carry  on 
that  job,"  sniffed  Mary,  "  I'll  not  stand  in  your 
way,  I  promise  you  that.  All  my  work  is  laid 
out  for  me  in  that  new '  altar '  frontal.  But  Julia," 
she  added,  irritably,  "  we  must  arrange  this  watch- 
ing by  Clara,  I  suppose.  Will  you  stay  in  this 
morning,  and  I'll  take  the  afternoon  ^  I  am 
particularly   anxious  to   see  Grace    Meyer    this 


morning. 


"  And  I  have  an  appointment  at  eleven  with 
George,"  said  Julia,  warmly  and  emphatically, 
"  and  I  cannot  break  it  for  any  one.  It  is  very 
hard.  I  think,"  sh*  added,  with  increased  warmth, 
"  if  two  people  who  are  engaged  are  not  allowed 

to  meet  just  because "  a  knock  at   the   door 

checked  further  utterance,  and  Tom  Winton's 
voice  was  heard  calling  on  Mary  to  come  and  see 
her  sister  Clara,  who  appeared  to  be  much  worse, 

"  r.U  come,"  said  Mary,  fretfully. 

Clara  VVinton  was  lying  on  the  couch,  her  face 
pale  as  death,  and  quite  motionless.  The  faithful 
Janet  was  kneeling  by  her  side,  chafing  one  of 
her  mistress'  thin,  white  hands ;  Tom  Winton 
had  gone  to  fetch  the  doctor. 

"  What's  th'j  matter,  now  } "  asked  Mary,  some- 
what impatiently,  as  she  bent  over  the  pale  form 
on  the  couch. 

"  Matter,  Miss ! "  repeated  Janet,  who  was 
feeling  annoyed  at  Mary's  coldness,   "why,  I'm 
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thinkin'  we're  soon  goin'  to  lose  Miss  Clara,  I  do. 
She  needs  all  the  'tention  she  can  get,  and  she 
can't  get  it ;  there  ain't  nobody, 'ccpt  Mr.  VVinton 
and  me,  that  seems  to  care  one  straw  for  the 
dear,  sweet  creature  ;  she ." 

"  Leave  the  room  at  once,  Janet !"  said  Mary 
in  angry  authoritative  tones.  "  You  can  give  us 
}'our  opinion  when  we  ask  for  it  ;  until  then,  hold 
your  tongue  !  " 

"  I'll  tell  you  what  it  is,  Miss,"  said  the  worthy 
Janet,  "  and  you'll  excuse  me,  but  I  feel  I  must 
speak  out.  I  don't  wish  for  one  moment  to  be 
disrespectful,  but  I  can't  help  thinkin'  that,  if 
your  religion.  Miss,  keeps  you  from  tendin'  on  a 
sick  and  dyin'  sister,  it's  a  religion  as  oughter  be 
dropped  at  onct." 

"  Leave  the  room  !  "  almost  shrieked  out  Mary 
Winton,  just  when  Tom  and  the  doctor  entered. 
Alary  looked  confused  and  angry,  the  doctor 
puzzled,  and  Tom  very  much  annoyed  ;  an  angry 
face  was  so  much  at  variance  with  the  surround- 
ings in  a  sick  room,  and  so  ill  accorded  with  lliat 
affectionate,  sisterly  sympath)'  wMch  Tom 
thought  should  have  been  shown,  lie  had  a 
shrewd  idea  as  to  what  had  happened,  for  he  had 
noticed  Janet's  excited  face  when  she  left  the 
room,  but  said  nothing,  and  waited  impatiently 
outside  the  door  to  hear  what  the  doctor  had 
to  say  respecting  Clara. 

"  It's  a  bad  case,"  said  the  medical  gentleman 
in  answer  to  Tom's  anxious  inqvury.  "  a  bad  case, 
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and  any  undue  excitement  might  prove  fatal. 
It's  the  heart  that  is  troubling  her  ;  she  must  not 
be  left  alone  on  any  account.  I  have  told  her 
sisters  what  to  do  in  case  of  another  attack. 
Good  morning  !  "     And  the  doctor  went  his  way. 

Poor  Tom  felt  unutterably  miserable,  for  he 
was  deeply  attached  to  his  cousin  Clara,  and  his 
big,  brave  heart  full  of  love  and  sympathy,  went 
out  to  the  poor  neglected  sister  who  now,  he  was 
thinking,  must  soon  pass  away  from  them  all. 
He  grew  quite  indignant  when  he  thought  of  the 
two  girls  who  were  so  entirely  wrapped  up  in 
their  own  selfish  interests,  as  almost  to  ignore  the 
claims  of  an  invalid  sister.  For  all  iheir  constant 
church  going,  it  seemed  to  him  that  they  had  not 
profited  much,  to  judge  by  the  frequency  of  their 
quarrels,  and  their  unjustifiable  neglect  of  Clara. 

He  spent  an  anxious  night,  thinking  of  the 
sweet  woman  whose  .spirit  was  then  hovering  on 
the  brink  of  eternity.  Once,  during  the  small 
hours  of  the  moining,  he  was  roused  by  liis  cousin 
Mary  to  fetch  the  doctor  again.  He  could  get 
no  sleep  after  this,  and,  keeping  on  his  clothes. 
he  relighted  the  fire  in  the  sitting  room,  and  sat 
and  read  and  prayed. 

"  She  is  getting  weaker,  rapidly,"  the  doctor 
said,  when  he  came  downstairs.  "  I  fear  there  is 
nothing  more  that  can  be  done  for  her.  I  have 
spoken  to  her  sister  about,"  here  he  lowered  his 
voice,  "  any  clerical  friend  that — "  i 
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"  I  understand,"  interrupted  Tom,   sadly,  "  Is 
she  conscious,  now  ? " 
"  Oh,  yes." 

"  Do  you  think  I  might — " 

"  Oh,  yes,"  said  the  doctor,  who  quite  under- 
stood what  Tom  meant,  "  you  can  go  in,  now, 
both  her  sisters  are  in  the  room." 

Witli  a  heart  feeling  very  sad,  Tom  crept 
noiselessly  upstairs,  and  knocked  nervously  at 
the  door.  Mary  Winton,  her  eyes  swollen  with 
grief  opened  it. 

"  Can  I—" 

"Oh,  yes,  do  come  in,  Tom,"  said  Mary,  who 
now,  in  the  midst  of  a  sorrow  so  intensified  by 
remorseful  feelings,  forgot  all  bitterness  in  her 
anxiety  about  her  dying  sister,  and  only  wanted 
comfort.  Julia  was  also  in  the  room,  sobbing  as 
though  her  heart  would  break.  It  was  a  painful 
sight,  especially  to  one  who,  like  Tom,  had  been 
acquainted  so  long  with  the  bitter  feelings  enter- 
tained by  the  two  sisters  towards  Clara,  because 
she  had  seemed  so  to  stand  in  their  way,  and 
who  readily  understood  the  conflicting  ''oclings 
of  remorse  and  anguish  that  must,  now,  L\\  their 
hearts.  He  understood  ill  this,  and  his  big 
tender  heart  went  out  to  the  two  poor  girls  in 
their  sorrow. 

He  crept  softly  to  the  bedside,  and  the  large, 
dark,  loving  eyes  of  the  patient  sufferer  turned  to 
him  with  a  look  of  tender  yearning. 
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"  Clara,"  he  said,  in  a  voice  husky  with  emotion, 
"  what  can  I  do  for  you  ;  tell  me,  Clara,  if  there 
is  anything  that " 

"  Pray,  Tom,  pray  that  we  may  all  meet  again 
as  one  united  family  in  the  presence  of  the  Great 
King,"  said  the  sweet  soft  voice  of  Clara,  and  she 
folded  her  hands  as  in  prayer,  her  tender  eyes 
still  fixed  on  Tom. 

Tom  k:"ielt  down  by  the  bedside,  Mary  and 
Julia  on  each  side  of  him,  and  poured  forth  his 
heart  in  prayer  to  the  only  One  who  can  make 
our  bed  in  our  sickness,  the  only  One  whose  hand 
we  can  grasp  with  any  assurance  of  faith,  the 
only  One  whose  rod  and  staff  can  comfort  us 
whilst  walking  through  the  valley  of  the  shadow 
of  death.  The  scene  was  a  deeply  affecting  one  ; 
it  could  not  have  been  otherwise.  There  were 
no  bitter  feelings  now,  a  solemn,  sacred  awe 
seemed  to  fill  that  chamber  of  death,  that  could 
admit  of  no  rancorous  feeling,  for  those  who 
were  there  felt  that  they  were  in  the  presence  of 
One  infinitely  greater. 

"Thank  you,  dear  Tom,"  whispered  Clara, 
when  he  had  finished,  and  pressing  his  hand 
softly  while  she  spoke.  Her  eyes  then  wandered 
to  the  foot  of  the  bed,  where  Mary  and  Julia 
stood  sobbing. 

•'  My  dear,  dear  sisters,"  she  breathed  out, 
"  come  nearer  and  kiss  me." 

They  did  so,  feeling  almost  overcome  with 
grief.     The   large,   soft,  brown  eyes  were  fixed 
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upon  them  with  a  look  of  ineffable  love  and 
tenderness,  as  each  advanced  and  kissed  the 
gentle  face. 

"  Oh,  Clara,  dear,  darling  Clara,  forgive  me, 
forgive  me  for  all  my  neglect  of  you,  oh,  forgive 
me  for  all  my  selfishness.  Oh  Gotl,  it  is  hard  to 
bear,  hard  to  bear."  And  Mary  Winton  buried 
her  face  in  the  bed-clothes,  and  wept  without 
restraint. 

The  dying  womap  seemed  to  make  an  effort 
to  rise.  Tom  understood  her,  and  placing  a 
strong  arm  tenderly  around  her,  he  raised  her  to 
a  sitting  posture,  supporting  her  back  with 
pillows. 

"  Oh,  God,"  she  breathed  out,  "  give  me 
strength,  I  pray  Thee,  to  say  what  I  want.  Mary, 
Julia,  oh  let  me  implore  you  never  to  permit 
anyone  or  anything  to  come  between  your  souls 
and  Christ.  Oh,  my  dear,  beloved  sisters,  I  am 
feeling  so  happy,  so  safe  ;  I  shall  soon  be  gone, 
soon  at  rest — oh,  trust  in  Jesus  only,  Jesus  only, 
the  only  High  Priest — none  other,  none  other.' 
Here  she  was  seized  with  a  violent  fit  of  cough- 
ing, and  Tom  allowed  her  to  fall  gently  back 
upon  her  pillow  again. 

It  was  at  this  moment  that  Janet  came  up,  her 
good,  honest-looking  old  face  red  and  swollen 
with  grief,  and  told  Mary  that  the  Rev.  George 
Crucifer  had  been  making  anxious  inquiries 
about  Miss  Julia,  because  she  had  not  kept  her 
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appointment  and  he  feared  that  something  must 
be  wrong. 

"  I  told  him  you  was  all  right,  Miss,  but  that 
Miss  Clara  was  seriously  ill." 

•'  Can  he  come  up,  Tom  ?"  asked  Julia,  appeal- 
i"gl.v.  "he  is  a  clergyman,  you  know,  Totn." 

The  dying  woman  heard  what  was  said,  and 
nodded  to  Tom,  who  had  completely  broken 
down,  and  was  now  sobbing  like  a  child. 

"  Ask  him  to  come  upstairs,  Janet,"  he  said. 

Mr.  Crucifer  entered  the  room  softly,  and 
bowed  to  the  young  ladies,  saying  how  deeply 
he  sympathised  with  them  in  their  trouble.  Then 
noting  that  all  eyes  in  the  room  were  directed  to 
him,  he  drew  his  prayer  book  out  of  his  pocket, 
and  kneeling  down,  read  two  or  three  of  the 
beautiful  prayers  out  of  the  Order  for  the  Visita- 
tion of  the  Sick. 

Beautiful,  as  the  words  were,  however,  they 
did  not  appeal  with  the  same  warmth  and  force 
to  the  hearts  of  the  two  poor  sorrowing  girls  as 
Tom's  fervent  extempore  prayer,  which  seemed 
to  be  drawn  from  the  well-spring  of  this  brave, 
manly  heart,  and  echo  the  entire  feelings  of  all 
present. 

The  dying  woman  motioned  her  thanks  to  Mr. 
Crucifer,  who  expressed  an  earnest  hope  that  she 
had  made  her  peace  with  God. 

"  No,"  she  replied,  "  but  my  blessed  Jesus  has, 
for  me." 
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Mr.  Crucifer  looked  puzzled,  but  said  nothintj. 

"  My  own  precious  Saviour,"  went  on  the 
dying  woman,  "  He  alone  has  been  my  guide 
and  comforter  through  life,  and  now  He  is  with 
me ;  I  can  feel  his  blessed  presence,  as  I  am 
about  to  fall  asleep."  Her  eyes  closed,  her  hands 
folded  in  prayer.  Suddenly  she  started  up,  the 
brown  orbs,  over  which  the  film  seemed  to  be 
gathering,  fixed  upon  Mr.  Crucifer.  She  motion- 
ed to  Tom,  who  8[ently  raised  her  again  to  a 
sitting  posture. 

"  Oh,  God,  let  me  speak  once  more.  You,  you, 
!Mr.  Crucifer,  are  a  pastor  ;  oh,  let  me  implore 
you  to  lead  your  flock  the  right  way,  by  the  old 
paths;  tell  them  of  Jesus  Never  mind  the 
church  ;  oh,  do  not  rob  that  blessed  Jesus  of  His 
rights.  He  is  the  only  Priest  to  confess  t(,  ;  the 
only  One  who  can  forgive  sins ;  oh,  do  not  dis- 
honor Him,  our  blessed  Saviour,  who  has  made 
a  full  and  perfect  sacrifice  ;  we  want  no  other, 
once  for  all,  once  for  all — Jesus  only,  Jesus  only." 

Tom  lowered  the  pale  and  sinking  form  ten- 
derly onto  the  pillow. 

"She  is  going,  going,"  he  whispered  in  heart- 
broken accents. 

The  eyes  of  the  dying  woman  were  fixed  on 
the  ceiling,  as  though  she  could  see  thnnigh  all 
things  material  to  the  celestial  glories  above. 
The  lips  moved  a  little  as  though  in  prayer,  then 
all  was  motionless.  The  gentle  spirit  had  fled 
from  its  earthly  tenement  to  its  eternally  happy 
rest. 
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CHAPTER  X. 


WANDERING   SHEEP. 


Clara  Winton's  death  was  a  terrible  shock  to 
her  two  sisters,  and  their  grief  was  the  more 
intensified  by  bitter  feelings  of  remorse  for  their 
selfish  neglect  of  a  sweet,  loving  and  invalid 
sister,  who  had  so  just  a  claim  on  their  sym- 
pathy, which,  however,  they  had  been  so  totally 
unmindful  of,  in  the  pursuit  of  their  own  selfish 
interests. 

She  was  gone,  that  meek  and  patient  sister, 
who  had  been  so  sadly  neglected  by  them  ;  nay 
more,  who  had  in  fact,  been  regarded  by  them  as 
an  intolerable  nuisance.  How  much  they  would 
have  given  to  have  had  her  back  amongst  them 
again!  Howdififerently  would  they  act  towards 
her!  But  she  was  better  oft  now.  This  they 
both  fe!t,  for  her  peaceful,  joyous  ending  did 
more  to  convince  those  around  her  death  bed  of 
the  correctness  of  her  views  concerning  her  be- 
loved Master,  and  His  plan  of  silvation,  than 
any  words  uttered  during  her  lifetime.  That 
blessed  assurance  of  mercy,  through  faith  in  the 
all-atoning  blood  of  Jesus,  had  been  hers  right 
down  to  the  valley  of  the  shadow  of  death,  never 
once  shaken  by  doubts  or  fears. 

Tom's  presence  at  the  Briars  was  now  felt  to 
be  almost  a  necessity;  his  assistance  was  so  valu- 
able, his  sympathy  so  heartfelt  and  encouraging 
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and  consoling,  and  when  he  spoke  of  leav- 
ing for  London  one  month  after  Clara  Winton's 
death,  Julia  and  Mary  pressed  him  most  earnest- 
ly to  remain  with  them.  Tom  agreed  the  more 
readily  because  he  preceived  that  that  great 
barrier  which  their  religious  differences  had 
raised  between  them,  now  showed  unmistakeable 
signs  of  falling. 

St.  Agatha's  church  appeared  to  be  losing  its 
charms  for  these  young  ladies  now  ;  the  hollow 
form  of  a  cold,  dead  ritualism  afforded  them  no 
consolation  in  the  midst  of  their  trial,  A  talk 
with  their  cousin  Tom,  and  cousin  Tom's  fervent 
prayers  did  far  more  to  console  and  encourage 
them  than  the  sensuous  services  they  had  been 
accustomed  to  attend  at  St.  Agatha's,  where 
Christ  the  great  sun  and  centre  of  religious  life, 
and  spiritual  warmth  was  so  painfully  dishonor- 
ed. Clara's  triumphant,  happy  ending  had  done 
much  to  shatter  their  belief  in  all  those  super- 
stituous  mummeries  and  contemptible  heresies 
which  had  re-entered  the  church.  She  had 
always  spoken  against  so  false  a  system  of  wor- 
ship, and  bewailed  their  deadly  infatuation,  and 
now  she  had  gone,  happy  and  confident  in  her 
belief  and  trust  in  the  one  great  High  Priest. 
What  greater  testimony  could  be  borne  to  the 
happy  result  of  so  well  grounded  a  faith  as  hers 
had  been. 

The  Rev.  Mr.  Courtney  was  not  slow  to  note 
the  falling  off  in  their  attendance  at  his  church. 
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and  to  pay  a  call  and  give  them  warm  admoni- 
tions. *'  What  could  they  possibly  expect  to  do 
without  a  regular  attendance  at  Mother  Church 
and  partaking  of  her  sacraments  ?  Their  religi- 
ous life  must  wither  up  and  perish  without  the 
sacramental  grace  they  had  been  in  the  habit  of 
receiving  at  St.  Agatha's."  The  vicar  became 
very  enthusiastic  and  his  eyes  moistened  as  he 
implored  them  to  go  more  often  to  the  church, 
and  it  was  only  with  a  very  terrible  effort  that 
Julia  and  Mary  were  able  to  say  that  their  views 
had  undergone  a  slight  change  since  their  dear 
sister's  death,  and  that  they  did  not  think  they 
could  go  quite  so  often  to  St.  Agatha's,  but  they 
would  go  now  and  again  ;  they  were  not  think- 
ing of  leaving  the  church,  at  least  not  just  then — 
here  they  blushed  and  stammered,  and  looked 
and  felt  very  uncomfortable. 

Mr.  Courtney  rose  from  his  chair,  fumbled  his 
soft  hat  about,  and  said  that  he  felt  pained  at 
the  step  they  had  concluded  to  take,  but  he 
would  still  cherish  a  hope  that,  ere  long,  they 
would  see  the  error  of  their  ways  and  return  to 
the  fold.  He  supposed  that  they  had  been  in- 
fluenced by  some  deluded  '  Protestant '  and 
trusted  that  time  and  experience  would  soon 
show  how  mistaken  were  these  *  new  views '  they 
had  formed. 

"  I  was  about  to  tell  you,"  he  continued, 
hesitatingly,  with  one  hand  on  the  door-handle, 
"  that  a  solemn  requiem  *  mass '  will   be   sung 
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next  Sunday  for  the  souls  of  the  faithful  de- 
parted. Would  you  like  us  to  bear  in  mind 
your  sister  ?" 

But  a  few  months  before,  and  Julia  and  Mary 
Winton  would  have  hailed  with  delight  such  a 
proposal,  but  now  they  felt  exceedingly  em- 
barrassed, and  knew  not  what  to  say.  Their 
confusion  and  manner,  however,  was  a  sufficient 
reply  to  Mr.  Courtney. 

"  You  do  not  wish  for  it,  I  can  see  that  plain- 
ly, I  will  pray  for  you,"  he  said  coldly,  and  with 
a  *  good  afternoon  '  left  the  house. 

"Well  really,  I  feel  glad  he's  gone,"  remarked 
Julia  with  a  sigh  of  relief,  "  I  never  felt  more 
uncomfortable  in  my  life  " 

"The  'father'  has  been  hunting  up  his  sheep, 
I  see,"  remarked  Tom  with  a  smile  during  tea. 

"  Yes,  indeed,"  said  Mary, "  and  the  interview 
has  not  at  all  been  a  pleasant  one,  "  and  she  re- 
lated to  Tom  all  that  had  taken  place,  not  for- 
getting the  cold  'good  evening'  given  to  them. 

"  He's  going  to  pray  for  us,"  said  Julia  with  a 
smile. 

"And  would  bear  dear  Clara  in  mind  if  we 
wished,"  said  Mary. 

"  Neither  Clara  or  any  of  the  saints  who  have 
died  in  the  Lord  could  be  benefited  by  the 
prayers  of  those  living  upon  earth,"  said  Tom. 
"  The  Saviour's  sacrifice  is  efficacious  to  them 
all." 
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"  I  used  to  think  it  a  very  beautiful  idea  at 
one  time."  remarked  Mary,  "  and  Mr.  Courtney 
is,  of  course,  strongly  in  favor  of  it." 

"  Oh,  yes,  I  am  well  aware  of  that,"  laughed 
Tom,  who  remembered  the  sermon  delivered  by 
that  gentleman,  upholding  the  doctrine  of  Purga- 
tory, "  and  I  remembered  that  it  was  only  with 
the  greatest  effort  that  I  could  sit  still  and 
listen  to  him." 

"  Mr.  Courtney  will  tell  you  that  our  natural 
instincts  will  lead  us  to  pray  for  the  dead,"  put 
in  Julia. 

*'  Natural  instincts !"  repeated  Tom  with  a 
laugh.  "Well,  do  you  know,  Julia,  I  cannot 
consider  our  natural  instincts  to  be  always  safe 
guides.  Natural  instincts  may  incline  us  to 
do  things,  which  all   Christians  must  condemn. 

"  He  used  to  say  that  St.  Paul  prayed  for  the 
dead,"  said  Mary. 

"  Who  knows  whether  Onesiphorus  was  dead 
or  alive  when  St.  Paul  said,  '  The  Lord  grant 
unto  him  that  he  may  find  mercy  of  the 
Lord  in  that  day,'"  said  Tom,  "and  surely  it 
would  be  very  foolish  and  unsafe  to  ground  a 
practice  on  what  is  really  only  a  mere  sup- 
position." 

"  He  supports  his  argument  in  favor  of 
prayers  for  the  dead  by  the  fact  that  our  Lord 
never  condemned  them,"  said  Julia. 

"  And  a  very  lame  argument,  too,"  said  Tom, 
and   continuing,   "  we  might  as  well  say,  '  Our 
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Lord  did  not  condemn  slavery '  therefore,  slavery 
must  be  right,  and  a  host  of  other  things  the  con- 
demnation of  which  we  do  not  read  in  the 
Scriptures.  Why  should  we  pray  for  the  dead  ?" 
went  on  Tom,  warmly,  "  why  should  we  pray  for 
those  who,  though  absent  from  the  body,  are 
present  with  the  Lord.  '  Blessed  are  the  dead 
which  die  in  the  Lord.'  Their  state  of  perfect 
happiness  is  assured  to  them  when  they  die. 
They  have  conquered  through  the  blood  of 
Christ  and  all  our  poor  prayers  are  unable  to 
swell  their  victory." 

"  Well,  Tom,"  said  Julia,  earnestly,  "  but  a  few 
months  ago,  and  I  did  not  think  I  could  listen  to 
you,  at  any  rate,  I  could  have  given  no  credence 
to  what  you  have  just  said.  But  I  do  believe 
you  now,  and  I  have  not  forgotten  what  dear 
Clara  used  to  say  on  the  same  subject." 

"  I  am  very  pleased,  nay,  delighted,  Julia,"  said 
Tom,  warmly,  "  to  think  that  you  now  share  my 
views  not  only  in  this  particular  subject,  but  in 
many  others  in  which  we  have  previously 
differed." 


CHAPTER  XL 


TOM   WINTON'S  views. 


Time  sped  along.  Six  months  had  elapsed 
since  Tom  Winton  made  his  bold  protest  in  St. 
Agatha's  church,  but  rhe  strong  Protestant  feeling 
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which  had  been  aroused  showed  no  signs  of 
abatement.  On  the  contrary  it  appeared  to  grow 
stronger  under  the  constant  exposure  of  some 
new  and  startling  disclosure  of  a  new  phase  in 
the  Ritualistic  conspiracy,  which  only  added  fuel 
to  the  fire.  The  bishops  had  been  amply  warn- 
ed that  unless  they  did  their  duty  and  forbade 
all  these  idolatrous  practices,  which  were  so 
objectionable  to  the  majority  of  the  laity,  the 
rising  tide  of  Protestant  feeling  would  compel 
them  to  do  so,  or  resign  their  bishoprics.  Few 
of  the  bishops,  however,  heeded  this  warning, 
and  though  they  made  some  little  show  of  an 
attempt  to  mend  matters  in  the  cases  of  a  feu- 
churches  where  Ritualism  was  rampant,  they 
winked  at  it  in  others  and  took  a  leading  part  in 
the  idolatrous  practices  themselves,  and  so  lost 
the  entire  confidence  of  the  Protestant  and  loyal 
churchmen,  who  grew  daily  more  and  more  in- 
censed at  their  faithlessness  to  God  and  dis- 
loyalty to  the  church  which  sheltered  and  paid 
them. 

Tom  Winton  was  leading  a  busy  life,  travelling 
all  over  the  country  and  addressing  crowded 
meetings  in  favor  of  upholding  Protestantism 
and  the  truth,  and  met  with  enthusiastic  recep- 
tions everywhere.  The  Protestant  lion  was 
thoroughly  aroused,  and  the  people  who  had 
been  totally  indifferent  to,  or  ignorant  of  the  dan- 
gers which  threatened  their  beloved  church  and 
country  opened  their  eyes  in  sheer  amazement 
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at  their  folly  in  permitting  such  evils  to 
enter  their  church.  Tom  was  in  great  demand 
everywhere.  His  striking  appearance,  his  fervent 
eloquence,  the  clear  vigorous  tones  of  his  voice, 
and  his  complete  grasp  of  the  situation  and  of 
the  grave  crisis  which  threatened  the  church,  at 
once  made  him  a  power  to  be  felt  and  recogniz- 
ed, and  a  worthy  leader  of  so  noble  a  movement. 
Thousands  of  zealous  Protestants  rallied  around 
his  standard,  and  Protestant  Defence  Brigades 
were  formed  in  nearly  every  important  town  in 
England.  Other  like-minded  men  had  become 
imbued  with  the  same  fearless  spirit  of  loyalty 
as  possessed  by  Tom  Winton,  and  many  a  con- 
gregation was  startled  by  the  sudden  uprising  of 
some  member  who  loudly  and  boldly  protested 
against  the  idolatrous  nature  of  the  services  in 
the  church.  A  mighty  crisis  was  impending 
which  caused  considerable  fluttering  in  the  Episco- 
pal dovecotes  and  the  ranks  of  the  Ritualists, 
whose  bold  propaganda  seemed  now  to  be  in  so 
much  danger  of  being  altogether  destroyed. 

"  Well,  you  are  a  busy  man,  now,  Tom,"  re- 
marked Mary  Winton,  as  her  cousin,  who  had 
not  been  near  them  for  several  months,  entered 
the  Briars  one  cold  evening  in  February. 

"Well,  yes,  I  suppose  I  am,  Mary,"  replied 
Tom,  laughingly,  as  he  hung  his  coat  up,  "  and  I 
can  assure  you,  "he  added,  "  that  I  never  for  one 
moment  expected  that  I  was  to  become  engaged 
in  such  work  as  I  am  now  engaged  in." 
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"  I  think  it  is  a  very  noble  work,  Tom,"  said 
Mary — she  would  not  have  said  this  a  few 
months  previous. 

"And  we  both  wish  you  every  success,"  she 
added,  earnestly. 

"  What  is  your  opinion  of  the  state  of  affairs, 
now,  Tom  ?"  asked  Julia,  as  they  sat  at  tea. 

"  My  opinion  is  that  the  tide  is  still  rising  in 
favor  of  Protestantism  and  truth.  The  bishops, 
however,  do  not  seem  to  be  taking  any  practical 
steps  in  the  right  direction,  there  will  be  protests 
made  simultaneously  in  one  thousand  different 
churclies  where  idolatry  is  practised,  in  one 
month  from  now." 

"What  an  idea,  Tom  !"  exclaimed  Julia,  "  do 
you  think  it  will  be  productive  of  any  good  .''" 

"  If  it  does  nothing  else,  it  will  be  the  means 
of  directing  the  attention  of  many  thousands  of 
simple  folk  to  the  superstituous  nature  of  the 
services  they  are  in  the  habit  of  attending.  It 
will  rouse  the  drowsy  Evangelical  clergy  from 
their  stupor,  and  may  possibly  serve  to  encourage 
them  to  come  out  boldly  for  God's  truth.  The 
Evangelical  clergy  are  much  to  blame  for  their 
careless  indifference  to  what  has  been  going  on 
for  so  many  years.  We  have  too  many  of  these 
'peace  at  any  price'  folk  among  them, and  more 
still  of  those  who  are  so  entirely  wrapped  up  in 
themselves  as  to  be  totally  indifferent  to  what  is 
going  on.     These  gentlemen  will  only  wake  up 
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to  a  sense  of  their  position  when  the  church  is 
disestablished." 

"Then,  you  think  that  the  Church  will  be 
disestablished  .?"  said  Julia. 

"  I  do,  most  assuredly." 

"  What  makes  you  think  so,  Tom  }"  inquired 
Mary,  "do  you  not  think  it  possible  that  the 
present  excitement  will  subside  }" 

"  No,  I  do  not  think  it  is  a  mere  transient 
ebullition  of  feeling,"  replied  Tom.  "  If  these 
Ritualistic  gentlemen  are  allowed  to  run  their 
present  course  unchecked,  the  laity  will  ri^:;  '  en 
masse'  and  determine  that,  if  the  Church  is  going 
to  sanction  such  teaching  and  practices,  it  will 
have  to  be  as  an  independent  religious  body. 
We  have  come  to  a  crisis  now,  and  some  definite 
stand  must  be  made.  If  the  bishops  cannot,  or 
will  not  make  it,  we  shall  have  to  appeal  to 
Parliament." 

"  But  does  it  not  seem  a  dreadful  thing  to  have 
to  disestablish  the  Church .-'"  said  Julia.  "It 
seems  as  though  we  did  not  care  to  recognize 
God  as  a  nation.  Do  you  not  think  it  would  be 
as  though  the  nation  were  saying,  '  we  will  have 
nothing  more  to  do  with  God's  truth  ?'  " 

"  You  forget,  dear  cousin,  that  the  Church  of 
England  is  not  the  only  church  which  contains 
the  lovers  of  God's  truth,"  said  Tom,  "  and  as 
such  it  cannot  voice  the  sentiments  of  the  entire 
nation.  But,  putting  this  particular  part  of  the 
question  aside,  do  we,  that  is  to  say,  do  we  *  as  a 
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Visible  Cliurch*  recognize  God  in  the  way  in  which 
our  ecclesiastical  system  is  carried  out  ?  Most 
assuredly  we  do  not.  The  Holy  Spirit  is  ousted 
out  of  His  rightful  place  as  the  Administrator 
of  the  Church,  and  man  usurps  His  rightful 
functions.  Do  we  recognize  God  when  we  per- 
mit the  Premier  of  England — who  may  or  may 
not  be  a  converted  man — to  select  men  for  the 
high  ofifice  of  Bishop?  And  do  you  think  that  it 
can  be  pleasing  to  God  that  these  same  men 
should  dwell  in  noble  palaces  and  live  in  great 
pomp  and  style,  with  everything  around  them  to 
minister  to  their  pride  ?  It  is  this  detestable 
pride  which  is  at  the  bottom  of  all  the  present 
trouble  in  the  Church,  and  which  has  led  the 
bishops  to  magnify  themselves  and  their  office, 
and  to  think  more  of  the  mere  upholding  of  an 
ecclesiastical  system  than  of  winning  souls  for 
Christ.  Note  what  energy  is  directed  towards 
the  maintenance  of  elaborate  musical  services  at 
the  cathedrals,  and  decorations  and  restorations. 
And  are  these  ornate  cathedral  services  inspir- 
ing to  any  one  who  wishes  to  worship  God  in 
spirit  and  in  truth  .-*  I  can  just  imagine  how 
sorrowful  and  indignant  St.  Paul  would  be  were 
he  to  rise  from  h'  grave  and  enter  one  of  our 
cathedrals  during  the  hour  of  service.  There  is 
a  great  form  of  godliness  about  the  Ritualistic 
mode  of  worship,  but  the  power  is  denied,  in  that 
Christ  is  dishonored  and  brought  down  to  a  level 
with  the  church." 


•,i 


All  one  in  Christ  Jesus. 


lO 


.■) 


ly  in  which 
ut?  Most 
it  is  oustt'tl 
iiinistrator 
is  rightful 
en  we  per- 
lay  or  may 
len  for  the 
[link  that  it 
same  men 
ve  in  great 
nd  them  to 

detestabhi 
the  present 
las  led  the 
their  office, 
Iding  of  an 
or  souls  for 
ed  towards 

services  at 
estorations, 
ices  inspir- 
hip  God  in 
laglne  how 
Id  be  were 

one  of  our 
There  is 

Ritualistic 
lied,  in  that 
n  to  a  level 


ti 


"  Disestablishment  would  make  a  great  differ- 
ence to  the  bishops,  I  suppose,"  put  in  Mary. 

"  Yes,  if  the  bishoprics  were  disendowed  as 
well,"  said  Tom,  '*  the  bishops  would  have  to 
do  the  best  for  themselves.  It  would  do  many 
of  them  good  to  be  compelled  to  subsist  upon 
five  pounds  per  week,"  he  added,  laughingly, 

"  But,  talking  about  State  connection,"  went 
on  Tom,  "  there  are  some  dear,  good  people  who 
look  upon  it  as  a  sort  of  '  fetish'  or  charm,  and 
believe  that  all  power  must  be  lost  by  a  discon- 
nection. But  these  good  people  seem  to  forget 
that  the  Church's  mission  is  to  prcich  the 
Gospel  faithfully,  and  advance  Christ's  k'  igdom 
as  much  as  possible,  and  that  this  crw  be  done 
every  bit  as  well  without  the  aid  of  a  State  ron- 
nccl.v .  .  unless  we  admit  that  Christ's  kingdom 
's  advanced  by  the  mere  fact  that  a  premier  or  a 
private  patron  possess  the  undoubted  pou'er  of 
being  able  to  appoint  spirit-filled  men  to  the 
of^ces  of  a  bishop  or  other  clergyman,  and  that 
they  always  do  this  faithfully.  But  no  one  in  his 
senses  can  admit  this.  God's  truth  in  the  church 
is  not  dependent  upon  a  State  connection.  It  is 
the  Holy  Spirit  with  whom  the  connection 
should  exist,  '  He  who  is  able  to  guide  us  unto 
all  truth.'  We  are  not  to  suppose  that  the  mere 
fact  of  a  religion  being  established  will  make  it 
true  and  all  others  false.  You  might  establish 
Hinduism  or  Mohammedanism,  but  they  would 
still   be   heathenish.     Then,   again,  look  at  the 
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State  itself,  is  it  so  very  pure  as  to  impart  its 
purity  to  the  church,  which  hangs  on  to  it  ?  Does 
the  State  recognize  God  in  its  dealings  with 
China  and  India,  in  its  iniquitous  opium  traffic, 
its  Sunday  desecration  and  its  enormous  rev- 
enues from  drink,  when  even  vice  is  regulated  by 
it  ?  When  is  our  nation  to  see  these  awful  sins, 
and  bow  in  deep  humiliation  to  the  great  Ruler 
of  all  ?  A  few  formal  prayers  are  read  before 
Parliament  opens,  and  then  all  through  the 
session  man  plans  and  schemes  without  once 
thinking  of  taking  God  into  partnership.  And 
this  is  the  sort  of  State  to  which  many  dear,  good 
people  still  wish  their   church  to  be  connected  !'' 

"Then  Tom,"  said  Mary, "  are  we  right  in 
supposing  that  you  would  declare  for  disestab- 
lishment ?  And  if  so,  what  advantages  do  you 
think  would  accrue  from  it  ?  I  mean  in  what 
way  would  Protestants  be  benefited  by  it  ?" 

"  I  will  tell  you,"  replied  Tom.  "  In  the  first 
place,  the  endowments  which  are  now  used  to 
support  a  lot  of  traitorous  Romanizing  bishops 
and  clergy  could  be  diverted  to  a  more  useful 
channel,  missionery  enterprises  for  instance. 
In  the  second  place,  it  would  give  parish- 
ioners a  voice  in  the  election  of  their  minis- 
ters, which  you  must  allow  is  the  right  and  pro- 
per thing,  and  would  save  endless  strife.  Third- 
ly, it  would  place  the  Nonconformists — who  now 
are  most  certainly  the  real  backbone  of  Protes- 
tanism — on  an  equality  with  the  members  of  the 
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Church  of  England,  and  we  should  not  hear  so 
much  of  that  cruel,  bitter,  unchristian-like  spirit 
which  has  been  entertained  towards  them  by  the 
churchmen.  And  last  but  not  least,  it  would 
put  a  stop  to  all  those  abominable  iniquities  of 
the  Church  Preferment  system.  How  any 
sensible  person  can  imagine  that  a  church  with 
all  these  permitted  abominations  is  going  to 
prosper,  is  almost  inconceivable.  To  sum  up," 
concluded  Tom,  "  the  church  has  proved  a  dis- 
mal failure,  and  the  reason  is  that  Ecclesiastic- 
ism  has  been  permitted  to  take  the  place  of  the 
Holy  Spirit." 


CHAPTER  Xn. 


THE  IDOL  OF    EARNESTNESS. 


Another  month  slipped  by,  during  which  no 
practical  eftbrts  were  made  by  the  bishops  to 
*  banish  with  all  faithful  diligence '  all  those 
poisonous  doctrines  so  contrary  to  God's  Word. 
In  fact,  the  very  opposite  course  had  been  taken, 
and  the  Primate  had  gone  so  far  as  to  deliver  a 
charge,  the  general  purport  of  which  was  that 
Sacerdotalism  was  permissible  in  the  Church  of 
England.  It  was  after  these  lamentable  utter- 
ances from  one  in  so  exalted  a  position,  yet 
nevertheless  so  deluded,  that  the  tide  of  Protes- 
tantism rose  higher,  and  on  the  appointed  day 
the  protests  which  were  made  simultaneously  in 
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one  thousand  different  churches,  were  made  with 
increased  spirit  and  vehemence.  All  England 
was  startled  and  a  general  awakening  to  the  fact 
that  the  awful  sin  of  '  idolatry '  was  systemati- 
cally committed  in  so  many  churches  did  more 
t'^*  arouse  the  latent  Protestantism  of  the  humbler 
classes  than  even  the  columns  of  the  principal 
daily  organ  in  London  had  done  in  exposing  the 
'  lawlessness  in  the  Church.'  The  eyes  of  thou- 
sands who  never  read  the  daily  papers  were 
opened  to  the  mournful  fact  that  amongst  the 
professed  ministers  of  Christ  there  were  those 
who  would  sell  their  precious  Lord  for  the  idols 
and  darkness  of  Rome.  What  had  the  English 
laity  been  doing  all  this  time  ?  The  churches 
were  theirs ;  they  were  not  built  expressely  for 
the  ministers  to  do  just  as  they  pleased  with, 
and  indulge  in  any  whim  or  caprice  they  thought 
proper,  without  the  slightest  regard  to  the  feel- 
ings of  those  who  had  been  accustomed  to  wor- 
ship in  them  all  their  lives,  They  had  been 
nourishing  a  viper  in  their  bosom  all  these  many 
years  !  "  Disestablish  the  Church  !"  was  the 
burden  of  the  cry  which  arose  and  found  an 
echo  from  north  to  south,  and  from  east  to  west. 
The  whole  nation  was  roused  to  an  extent  which 
even  the  Protestants  had  not  calculated  upon, 
and  Tom  Winton,  the  originator  of  the  move- 
ment, found  himself  more  in  demand  than  ever. 
St.  Agatha's  had  not  been  passed  by  unnotic- 
ed.    A  band  of  sturdy  Protestants  had  risen  and 
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protested  vigorously  and  emphatically  against 
the  idolatry  practised  in  the  church,  and  Mr. 
Courtney  and  his  two  curates  had  become  so 
unnerved  as  to  be  compelled  to  retire  into  the 
vestry,  whilst  the  congregation,  startled,  shocked 
and  irritated,  left  the  church  before  the  service 
was  over. 

The  daily  press  teemed  with  the  announce- 
ments of  the  different  protests,  and  the  scenes 
attendant  on  each,  and  all  England  shook 
with  the  sudden  upheavel  of  the  grand  old 
Protestant  spirit  which  had  animated  the  sturdy 
Reformers,  and  had  not  forsaken  them  even 
when  the  flames  of  fire  had  encircled  their  sacri- 
ficed bodies. 

Tom  was  delighted  beyond  measure  at  the 
success  of  his  plan,  and  threw  himself  soul  and 
body  into  the  noble  crusade  with  more  enthus- 
iasm than  ever.  Mary  and  Julia  Winton  were 
almost  as  pleased  as  Tom  himself,  and  were  of 
great  assistance  in  replying  to  the  many  letters 
received  by  him. 

The  Rev.  George  Crucifer  called  at  the  Briars 
upon  the  morning  after  the  protest,  and  had  a 
long  interview  with  Julia.  He  said  that  he  great- 
ly deplored  the  methods  originated  by  Tom 
Winton  to  arouse  the  slumbering  Protestant 
spirit,  yet  could  not  help  admiring  his  earnest- 
ness. Although  differing  in  their  views  of  re- 
ligion, he  professed  his  attachment  to  Julia  to  be 
as  warm  as  ever,  and  sincerely  hoped  that  this 
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difference  would  make  no  change  in  their  re- 
lationship to  one  another.  Julia  was  weeping 
when  her  cousin  Tom  entered  the  room,  his 
handsome  face  radiant  with  enthusiasm. 

Tom,  who  now  stood  more  in  the  relationship 
of  a  brother  to  the  two  girls,  did  not  refrain 
from  asking  her  the  cause. 

"  I  am  so  sorry,  Tom,"  sobbed  the  girl,  "  I  do 
love  him  so  dearly  and  yet — and  yet — I  feel 
some  how  that  we  could  not  be  to  each  other  as 
I  should  like.  He  is  mistaken,  Tom,  I  know 
now,  but  he  is  very  earnest  I  am  sure." 

"  All  his  earnestness  can  never  justify  him  in 
believing  and  acting  as  he  does "  said  Tom, 
quietly  and  feelingly,  out  of  consideration  for 
the  weeping  girl. 

"  Don't  you  think  that  his  earnestness  may 
compensate  for  his  religious  views,  though  mis- 
taken, Tom,"  asked  Julia  quietly. 

"  No  indeed,"  replied  Tom  decidedly.  "  We 
must  not  suppose  that  earnestness,  however 
wrongly  directed  will  make  a  man  real  Christian. 
There  are  plenty  of  people  now-a-days  who 
make  an  idol  of  what  they  call  earnestness  in  re- 
ligion. You  must  not  say  anything  against  an 
'earnest  man.'  No  matter  what  his  religious 
views  may  be,  if  he  be  but '  earnest '  that  is  quite 
sufficient  to  justify  him  in  any  way.  '  Earnest- 
ness* in  the  eyes  of  these  people  covers  a  multi- 
tude of  sins.  Why,  to  hear  these  people  talk 
one  would  think  that  God  had  given  us  no  Bible 
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as  a  standard  of  truth  and  error.  In  this  way 
they  slight  God's  Holy  Word,  and  they  cannot 
be  right. 

"  I  have  often  heard  people  say  how  earnest 
Mr.  Courtney  is,"  said  Julia. 

Tom  laughed.  "  The  Scribes  and  Pharisees 
were  very  much  in  *  earnest,*  Julia,  and  yet  note 
how  our  Lord  denounced  them.  The  poor 
heathen  who  bow  down  to  images  are  very 
'  earnest,'  and  if  we  are  to  conclude  that  their 
'  earnestness '  will  take  them  to  heaven,  it  is 
surely  unnecessary  to  send  missionaries  out  to 
show  them  our  way  of  salvation.  The  prophets 
of  Baal  were  so  wonderfully  '  earnest '  that  they 
even  cut  themselves  with  knives,  but  Elijah  de- 
stroyed them,  and  surely  we  cannot  reasonably 
conclude  that  their  *  earnestness '  saved  their 
souls ! 

"  God  forbid  that  we  should  ever  doubt  that  the 
Bible  can  show  us  the  truth  !  If  we  doubt  we 
are  in  great  danger  of  placing  '  earnestness '  in 
the  place  of  Christ.  Earnestness  can  only  be 
admired  when  it  is  an  earnestness  which  can  be 
supported  by  the  Bible." 

"  I  never  saw  it  in  that  light  before,  Tom " 
said  Julia  drying  her  eyes,  "  I  quite  see  now  how 
mistaken  I  was.  Oh  if  I  could  only  get  George 
to  come  round  to  my  views." 

"  Perhaps  he  will"  said  Tom,  encouragingly. 
"  The  Holy  Spirit  may  guide  him  into  the  truth 
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yet,  and  remove  the  scales  from  his  eyes,  let  us 
pray  that  it  may  be  so." 

"  Yes  indeed,"  agreed  Julia.  "  I  am  so  thank- 
ful that  my  eyes  have  been  open,  and  Mary's 
also." 


CHAPTER  XIII. 


A  DREAM   OF   THE  FUTURE. 


Tom  Winton's  mind  was  so  completely  ab- 
sorbed during  his  waking  hours,  in  the  direction 
of  hia  iioble  crusade  against  Ritualism  with  all 
its  poisonous  errors,  that  it  was  only  natural  that 
sometimes  in  his  sleeping  hours  visions  of  his 
bold  propaganda  in  broken  and  different  stages 
of  development  should  float  before  his  mind's 
eye  in  a  dream.  He  would  tell  these  dreams  to 
his  cousins  Mary  and  Julia,  upon  the  following 
morning,  never  forgetting  to  add  how  heartily 
he  wished  that  they  were  solid  facts.  One  night, 
however,  he  had  a  dream  so  intensely  vivid  and 
which  pictured  so  completely  the  full  realization 
of  his  wishes  with  regard  to  the  church  and  the 
the  aim  and  purpose  of  his  crusade  that  for 
some  moments  after  waking  he  could  scarcely 
believe  that  it  had  been  but  a  dream. 

It  seemed  to  him  that  he  had  returned  to 
England  after  a  lengthened  absence  of  five  years 
spent  in  travelling.    Where  he  had  been  he  had 
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no  definite  idea,  but  he  found  himself  in  St. 
Paul's  churchyard  one  fine  afternoon  in  the  sum- 
mer. Gaily  dressed  ladies  were  promenading 
to  and  fro  before  the  handsome  shops,  peering 
into  the  windows  at  the  showy  patterns  dis- 
played, with  that  fascinating  interest  so  peculiar 
to  the  sex,  while  busy  men  with  grave  and 
anxious  faces  and  hearts  too  often  full  of  the 
cares  and  anxieties  of  this  life,  bustled  about  as 
though  their  very  salvation  were  dependent  upon 
their  doing  their  business  as  quickly  as  possible, 
and  all  this  amid  the  ceaseless  roar  and  din  of 
the  mighty  traffic. 

A  knot  of  people,  gathered  around  some  man 
who  was  preaching,  attracted  Tom's  attention 
and  he  joined  the  listeners.  The  preacher,  in 
plain  clerical  garb  was  delivering  a  very  earnest 
address  upon  the  text  "  Be  not  conformed  to  this 
world,  but  be  ye  transformed  by  the  renewing  of 
your  mind." 

Tom  listened  with  the  deepest  interest  and 
was  greatly  impressed  with  the  humble,  earnest 
manner  of  the  preacher.  "  Who  is  this  gentle- 
man who  is  preaching.?"  he  asked  one  in  the 
crowd  in  a  whisper. 

"This  gentleman,  sir,"  was  the  reply,"is  our  good 
Bishop  of  London.  He  often  says  a  few  words  out 
here  before  he  goes  into  the  cathedral." 

"  The  bishop  of  London !"  repeated  Tom  in 
surprise."  And  preaching  in  the  streets  too  !  is 
it  possible  ?'* 
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"  Why  you  must  be  a  stranger  "  said  Tom's 
informant,  staring  curiously  at  him.  "  We  have 
had  mighty  changes  in  our  church  during  the 
past  five  years,  I  can  assure  you.  There,  the 
bishop  is  going  into  the  cathedral  now,  to  con- 
duct a  service. 

Tom  saw  the  preacher  put  the  bible  under  his 
arm  and  pass  between  the  iron  gates  leading  to 
the  entrance  steps.  An  irrr'^i«?riDit  desire  to  see 
and  hear  more  of  this  humble  shepherd  impelled 
him  to  follow  him  into  the  noble  edifice,  and  he 
was  soon  seated  amongst  a  large  crowd  of 
reverent  worshippers, 

The  same  man  who  had  stood  by  him  out- 
side the  cathedral  and  had  informed  him  who 
the  preacher  was,  was  now  seated  by  his  side. 
Tom  expressed  himself  as  feeling  astonished  at 
the  great  changes  in  the  church.  "  Great  changes 
indeed  "  agreed  his  unknown  friend.  "  You  will 
note  that  the  very  handsome  but  popish  looking 
reredos  is  gone,' "  he  added.  Tom  nodded  his 
head.  "  Well,"  went  on  his  informant,  *•  after 
the  Churoh  was  disestablished  the  bishops  were 
so  covered  with  shame  and  confusion  at  the  re- 
sult of  their  faithless  inaction,  and  at  the  con- 
tempt poured  upon  them,  that  many  of  them 
threw  up  their  bishoprics  and  went  over  to  the 
Church  of  Rome.  But  stop — "  he  broke  off — 
"  here  is  the  Bishop,  and  let  me  see  whom  he  has 
got  with  him  now.  Why  it  is  Mr.  Everard  of 
the  Baptist  Tabernacle !" 
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Tom  listened  most  attentively  as  the  service 
proceeded. 

How  simple  yet  how  hearty  it  was  !  Tom 
felt  that  God  was  being  worshipped  as  He  de- 
sires to  be  worshipped,  namely  in  spirit  and  in 
truth.  Hymns  were  sung  in  which  the  whole 
congregation  joined,  but  no  elaborate  anthem 
was  surrendered  to  the  choir  to  sing  and  to  be 
followed  by  a  disgraceful  exit  of  those  who  had 
entered  for  the  sole  purpose  of  hearing  it '  render- 
ed.* There  was  none  of  this  scandalous  interrup- 
tion, and  when  instead  of  an  anthem,  the  Bishop 
went  down  on  his  knees  and  offered  up  a  fervent 
extempore  prayer, Tom's  delight  knew  no  bounds. 
And  when  he  saw  Mr.  Everard,  the  Baptist 
minister,  ascend  the  pulpit,  he  felt  like  shouting 
out  a  loud  "  hallelujah."  Here  was  the  union  he 
had  so  long  and  so  ardently  prayed  for,  but 
which  the  High  Church  dignitaries  had  repudiat- 
ed with  scorn,  and  desired  instead  fellowship 
with  the  works  of  darkness. 

Tom  left  the  cathedral  when  the  service  was 
over,  followed  by  his  strange  informant. 

•'  What  did  you  think  of  our  new  cathedral 
service  ?"  the  latter  asked. 

"  I  was  delighted  beyond  measure,"  replied 
Tom,  "  and  I  was  much  impressed  with  the  re- 
verent spirit  which  pervaded  the  congregation." 

"  Formerly  two-thirds  of  those  present  at  the 
afternoon  service  were  there  simply  to  hear  an 
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anthem  '  beautifully  rendered,' "  said  Tom's  com- 
panion, "  but  now  since  the  Church  has  been  dis- 
established we  have  a  very  different  and,  thank 
God,  a  more  scriptural  state  of  affairs.  You 
observed,  doubtless,  that  the  Bishop  wore  na 
robes  of  any  description  ?" 

"  I  did,"  replied  Tom,  "  and  I  was  delighted 
to  see  it." 

"  His  only  title,  I  may  tell  you,  is  Bishop," 
said  the  stranger.  "We  have  dropped  all 
such  as  '  Right  Reverend  Father  in  God  '  *  Very 
Reverend  and  Most  Reverend.'  People  had 
their  eyes  opened  wonderfully  during  the  great 
Protestant  Revival,  and  they  soon  began  to  see 
that  such  titles  were  diametrically  opposed  to 
the  spirit  and  teaching  of  the  New  Testament 
and  only  ministered  to  the  wearers'  pride  and 
encouraged  worldly-mindcdness.  But  here  we 
are  in  Newgate-st.,  and  here  is  another  crowd 
listening  to  some  preacher.  Would  you  like  to 
listen  for  a  while  }" 

"  Yes,  indeed !"  said  Tom.  "  Who  is  this 
gentleman,  do  you  know  }" 

"  Oh  yes,  he  is  the  rector  of  that  large  church 
you  see  across  the  way.  He  is  a  fine  fellow,  and 
wonderfully  earnest.  By  our  new  rules  now,  na 
incumbent  is  allowed  to  live  out  of  his  parish, 
and  relegate  his  duties  to  some  poor,  underpaid 
curate,  whilst  he  lives  a  life  of  ease  miles  away 
in  the  country  or  by  the  seaside.     I  have  known 


All  one  in  Christ  Jesus.  117 


IS  corn- 
sen  dis- 
I,  thank 
.  You 
^ore   na 

elighted 

Bishop," 
ped    all 
'  '  Very 
pie  had 
he  great 
ti  to  see 
)osed   ta 
istament 
ride  and 
here  we 
;r  crowd 
u  like  to 

)   is  this 

e  church 
low,  and 
J  now,  na 
parish^ 
nderpaid 
lies  away 
/e  knowa 


some  to  do  this  on  the  plea  of  ill-health  when 
laziness  was  the  real  cause." 

"  Thank  God,  thank  God !"  Tom  could  not 
help  exclaiming. 

"  Yes,  indeed "  said  his  companion,  **  it  is  a 
great  matter  for  thankfulness  indeed.  It  was  an 
abomination  and  a  scandal  to  the  Church  that 
such  *  hirelings  *  should  be  permitted  to  remain 
within  her  fold.  Why,  do  you  know  that  some 
used  to  let  their  parsonages  out  as  offices,  and 
receive  a  big  rental  from  them,  whilst  enjoying 
their  large  emoluments?" 

"  Yes,  I  was  aware  of  that  fact,"  said  Tom. 
"  They  used  to  excuse  themselves  sometimes  by 
saying  that  nobody  but  caretakers  and  office 
cleaners  could  attend  their  services,  and  then, 
only,  perhaps,  two  or  three." 

"  Quite  true  !"  said  Tom's  companion.  "  Genu- 
ine ministers  of  Christ,  however,  would  remember 
their  Lord's  words,  *  where  two  or  three  are 
gathered  together  in  My  name,  there  am  I  in  the 
midst  of  them,'  and  would  not  feel  too  proud  or 
too  good  to  preach  to  a  few,  but  would  go  outside 
and  preach,  if  they  could  get  no  one  inside  their 
churches,  the  same  as  this  good  man  does.  The 
former  rector,"  went  on  the  stranger,  "  was  a 
great  man  for  choral  services,  and  seldom 
preached,  and  his  services  used  to  be  advertised 
in  ritualistic  organs,  and  always  ended  *  no 
sermon.'     He  used  to  run  a  sort  of  a  club  to 
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bring  young  people  together,  and  give  dramatic 
entertainments  and  all  that  sort  of  thing." 

"  I  can  conceive  of  nothing  more  degrading 
and  more  destructive  to  the  spirituality  of  a 
church  than  this  attempt  to  compete  with  the 
world  by  catering  for  the  amusement  of  its 
congregation,"  protested  Tom.  "  Far  better  wor- 
ship in  an  empty  coal  shed  than  in  a  church 
erected  and  sustained  by  concerts  and  musical 
entertainments  and  such  like." 

"  I  quite  agree  with  you "  said  Tom's  com- 
panion, "  I  cannot  conceive  it  possible  for  any 
preacher  to  succeed  in  preaching  the  Gospel  who 
will  permit  his  church  to  be  turned  into  a  con- 
cert room.  There  is  nothing  in  the  Bible  either 
as  a  command  or  an  example,  to  teach  him  that 
his  Church  can  be  supported  by  holding  fairs, 
concerts  and  such  like  in  order  to  meet  the 
world   half   way    *  and    draw   a  congregation.' " 

"  Quite  true"  said  Tom  **  we  are  told  plainly 
enough  that  *  the  friendship  of  the  world  is 
enmity  with  God.'  This  conformity  to  the 
world  can  only  tend  to  crush  out  all  the  spiritu- 
ality and  demoralize  the  churches." 

"  There  were  many,  and  are  still  many,  who 
attend  these,  what  I  might  correctly  term, 
'performances,'  who  really  in  their  hearts  do 
not  approve  of  them,  yet  have  not  the  courage 
to  witness  against  them  by  absenting  themselves 
and  protesting  as  *  out  and  out '  Christians  would 
do,"  said  the  stranger.     Poor,  weak  Christians 
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who  would  prefer  to  keep  on  good  terms  with 
their  'pastors'  rather  than  to  stand  out  boldly 
for  the  truth,'  and  ri.sk  the  possibility  of  offend- 
ing him." 

"  But  this  abominable  method  of  substituting 
social  forces  for  spiritual  ones  is  not  co:  fined 
to  one  particular  section  of  the  Church,"  went  on 
the  stranger.  "  Baptists,  Presbyterians  and 
Methodists  all  seem  to  cater  for  the  amusement 
of  their  congregations  and  it  wrs  no  uncommon 
thing  to  see  posters  and  bills  announcing  a  com- 
ing concert  *  under  the  auspices  of  dififerent 
churches  and  special  prominence  given  to  the 
names  of  some  professional  artistes  hired  for  the 
occasion.'  I  have  even  known  concerts  to  be 
held  inside  the  churches,  and  an  entrance  fee 
charged !  The  spiritual  barometer  must  have 
sunk  very  low  indeed  to  have  admitted  that ! 
With  the  utmost  stretch  of  charity,  I  cannot  con- 
ceive how  any  minister  can  expect  his  church  to 
become  a  power  for  good,  who  will  administer  it 
as  though  it  were  his  mission  to  entertain  his. 
congregation.  But  thank  God  things  are  a  little 
better  now." 

The  preacher  delivered  an  excel!  snt  address 
to  a  most  attentive  crowd  of  listeners  from  the 
text,  "  Master,  we  saw  one  castings  out  devils  in 
thy  name  and  we  forbade  him,  because  he  fol- 
loweth  not  with  us." 

"  Note  our  Lord's  reply  to  John,"  said  the 
preacher.    "  Forbid  him  not,  for  he  that  is  not 
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against  us  is  for  us.'"  Oh,  my  brethren,  let  us 
thank  God  that  that  narrow-minded,  unchristiari- 
like  and  bitter  feeling  so  long  entertained  by 
so  many  towards  those  who  have  adopted  differ^ 
ent  methods  of  bringing  the  sinner  to  the 
Saviour's  feet,  is  now  being  swept  away,  and  that 
Churchmen  and  Nonconformists  can  now  meet 
as  brethren  upon  the  platform  of  unity,  with  one 
common  cause  against  error,  resisting,  shoulder 
to  shoulder  all  sacredotal  pretensions,  and  work- 
ing together  in  love  and  harmony  to  advance 
the  kingdom  of  their  Lord  and  Master,  Jesus 
Christ." 

A  hymn  was  sung,  and  the  preacher  retired, 
while  the  crowd  dispersed. 

Tom  felt  delighted.  **  This  has  often  been 
my  prayer,"  he  remarked,  "  that  Churchmen  and 
Nonconformists  should  work  together,  as  a  col- 
lective force  against  error.  Nothing  has  pained 
me  so  much  as  to  note  the  cruel,  proud,  un- 
christian-like attitude  of  so  many  Churchmen  to- 
.wards  the  Nonconformists.  Why,  there  were 
many  who  even  went  so  far  as  to  believe  that 
Dissenters  were  lost  souls,  simply  because  they 
did  not  happen  to  be  members  of  the  Church  of 
England.  I  have  no  patience  with  such  ignor- 
ance." 

The  stranger  laughed.  "  Ah,  the  Churchmen 
soon  began  to  realize  that  they  were  making  a 
great  mistake,  and  before  the  Church  was  dis- 
established, they  appealed  to  the  Nonconformists 
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for  assistance.  Why,  the  Nonconformists  are  the 
backbone  of  Protestantism  !" 

"  Perfectly  true,"  agreed  Tom.  "  But  now  tell 
me  how  are  the  faithful  clergy  supported  ?" 

"  By  free  will  offerings,  of  course,"  replied  the 
stranger.  "  And  as  every  member  of  their  con- 
gregation is  in  sympathy  with  the  views  of  the 
minister  he  has  had  a  voice  in  electing,  the 
clergyman  as  a  rule  has  nothing  to  complain  of 
and  enjoys  the  happy  consciousness  that  he  has  a 
flock  committed  to  his  charge  which  always  loves 
to  hear  the  plain  and  unadulterated  Gospel  of 
Jesus  Christ,  the  old,  old  story  of  Jesus  and  His 
love." 

"  And  what  has  become  of  the  Bishops ' 
palaces  ?"  asked  Tom. 

"They  are  mostly  sold,  and  the  money,  in 
most  cases,  has  been  utilized  for  missionary 
enterprises." 

"  Thank  God  !"  exclaimed  Tom.  "  At  last, 
people  have  begun  to  recognize  the  fact  that  the 
extension  of  Christ's  kingdom  does  not  consist 
in  the  building  or  restoration  of  magnificent 
structures,  but  rather  in  using  every  means  to 
spread  the  pure  Gospel  of  Jesus  Christ,  and  in 
teaching  them  to  observe  all  things  whatsoever 
He  has  commanded  them." 

"  Yes,  indeed,"  agreed  the  stranger,  "  it  is  a 
matter  for  great  thankfulness.  Too  much  money 
has  been  thrown  away  in  building  magnificent 
churches,   and  in  the  restoration   of  cathedrals, 


122  Light  and  Darkness,  or 


and  in  paying  a  lot  of  proud  Bishops,  who  seem- 
ed to  have  thought  more  of  the  scafTolding  and 
framework  of  the  Visible  Church  and  their  own 
self-exaltation  than  of  winning  souls  for  Christ 
and  of  advancing  His  kingdom." 

"  Quite  true,"  said  Tom, "  and  the  Bishops  now 
are,  of  course,  no  longer  appointed  by  the 
Premier  ?" 

"  Of  course,  not,"  said  the  stranger,  "  that 
abomination  no  longer  exists.  No  longer  is  it  a 
question  of  politics  or  of  personal  interest,  but 
the  bishops  are  elected  now  from  men  whose 
lives  bear  testimony  to  an  indwelling  of  the 
Holy  Spirit.  Why,  my  friend,"  and  the  stranger 
looked  closely  into  Tom's  face ;  "  all  this 
trouble  which  has  lately  overtaken  the  Church 
has  been  the  result  in  a  great  measure 
of  setting  up  the  idol  of  '  Ecclesiasticism  *  and 
thereby  unseating  the  Holy  Spirit  from  His 
rightful  place  as  Administrator  of  the  Church. 
The  bishops  in  their  desire  to  magnify  them- 
selves and  their  office  lost  sight  entirely  of  the 
duties  they  had  sworn  to  undertake  and  became 
'of  the  world.*  We  have  now  humble,  spirit- 
filled  men  in  their  places  who  would  turn  away 
with  horror  and  disgust  were  they  offered  such 
senseless  baubles  as  a  mitre  or  a  pastoral  staff, 
or  anything  which  could  minister  to  a  pride  as 
contemptible  as  it  is  unscriptural.  Why,  sir,  we 
have  men  now  who  would  scorn  to  be  addressed 
as  '  My  Lord '  and  would  tell  you,  were  you  to 
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address  them  by  that  title,  that  they  had  yielded 
themselves  to  the  Holy  Spirit  to  be  simply  ser- 
vants, servants  of  Christ,  and  servants  of  the 
Church,  for  Christ's  sake. 

"What  a  delightful  change!"  exclaimed  Tom, 
enthusiastically.  "  It  has  been  my  dream  for 
months  past." 

"  Oh,  I  can  assure  you,"  went  on  his  strange  in- 
formant, "  that  this  great  Protestant  revival  has 
been  the  means,  under  God,  of  opening  the  eyes 
of  thousands  to  the  truth  in  a  most  remarkable 
manner.  People  who  scarcely  ever  looked  at 
their  Bibles  were  induced  to  open  them,  and  like 
the  Bereans  searched  to  see  if  these  things  were 
so.  It  was  a  grand  awakening  to  thousands  of 
dead  souls,  and  many  for  the  first  time  in  their 
lives  discovered  errors  in  the  Church  to  which 
they  had  previously  been  indifferent  or  blinded. 
They  saw  that  Ecclesiastical  pomp  and  an 
autocratic  prelacy  were  entirely  subversive  of  all 
spirituality  in  the  Church,  and  were  the  means 
of  fostering  pride  and  divisions  in  the  Church, 
and  that  until  this  was  all  ruled  out,  the  lament- 
able state  of  the  Church  must  continue." 

"  What  a  happy  change,  thank  God  !"  Tom 
exclaimed. 

"Aye  indeed,"  said  the  stranger.  "  One  of  the 
greatest  curses  which  has  attended  Ritualism  is 
the  intense  worldly-mindedness  which  has  taken 
hold  of  its  devotees.  The  Church,  in  fact,  had 
become  so  worldly  that  all  her  power  was  lost, 
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for  as  you  know  well  enough,  I  dare  say,  the 
power  of  a  church  lies  in  its  separateness  from 
the  world,  not  in  affiliation  with  it.  The  foolish 
idea  that  people  must  be  entertained  in  order  to 
win  them  to  Christ  had  taken  such  a  strong  hold 
of  many  of  the  clergy  that  their  churches  in  many 
instances  were  turned  into  concert  rooms,  and 
even  billiards  and  dancing  and  boxing  have  been 
encouraged  by  them.  It  was  taught  by 
many  of  the  clergy  that  so  long  as  a  com- 
municant went  to  the  early  Sacrament  on 
an  empty  stomach  of  a  Sunday  morning,  he 
was  permitted  to  indulge  in  almost  any  social 
amusement  he  liked  for  the  rest  of  the  day.  To 
be  an  habitual  communicant  covered  a  multi- 
tude of  sins,  and  the  test  of  the  spirituality  of  a 
church  was  by  the  number  of  communicants,  not 
as  it  should  have  been,  by  the  good  fruits  shown 
in  the  lives  of  the  members  of  the  Church.  Oh, 
there  have  been  mighty  changes  indeed  !  With 
the  great  Protestant  revival  the  Holy  Spirit  has 
seemed  to  come  down  in  Penticostal  power,  and 
people's  eyes  were  opened  to  so  many  defects  in 
church  government  and  in  the  mode  of  worship 
also.  We  have  no  paid  organists,  no  salaried 
singers  now,  for  people  soon  began  to  realize 
what  a  mockery  it  was  for  godless  unconverted 
singers  and  organiiJts  to  conduct  the  service  of 
song  without  that  grace  in  their  hearts  that 
alone  can  make  melody  unto  the  Lord. 

"  Worldiness  you   must  know  had  spread  like 
a  cancer  and  was  eating  out  the  very  life  of 
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the  Church.  The  command  'Be  not  conformed 
to  this  world,*  would  seem  to  have  been  almost 
entirely  ignored  by  so  many  of  the  churches,  and 
the  *  world  '  received  most  heartily  by  them. 
It  seems  to  have  been  the  spirit  of  the  age,  that 
so  many  ministers  exerted  themselves  to  please. 
But  alas !  it  was  at  the  expense  of  grieving  the 
Holy  Spirit.  To  such  an  alarming  extent  had 
worldiness  crept  in,  that  '  concerts'  —  called 
'  sacred,'  so  as  to  put  some  sort  of  a  religious 
cloak  over  them — were  held  in  many  of  the 
churches,  or  under  their  auspices,  and  money  was 
charged  for  admission !  But, thanks  be  to  God,  the 
eyes  of  m.any  have  at  last  been  opened  to  see  the 
folly  of  all  these  things.  We  have  no  such 
things  as  '  bazaars,'  *  fancy  fairs,*  *  concerts,'  and 
such  like  now.  When  we  want  money  we  pray 
for  it,  and  we  find  how  our  heavenly  Father 
honors  the  faith  of  those  who  trust  in  Him  and 
call  upon  Him.  It  is  refreshing  to  note  how 
many  of  our  churches  are  sustained  by  the 
prayers  of  their  faithful  members." 

Tom  was  delighted,  and  asked  his  strange 
companion  how  all  this  great  Protestant  revival 
had  begun. 

"  It  was  begun  by  a  gentleman  of  the  name 
of  Winton,  who  made  a  bold  and  vigorous  pro- 
test in  the  Church  of  St.  Agatha's  at  H ," 

replied  the  stranger.  "It  was  he  who  set  the 
ball  rolling,  and  roused  the  bishops  up  to  some 
sense  of  the  faithless  manner  in  which  they  were 
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acting.  1  should  dearly  love  to  see  that  man.  I 
wish  we  had  twenty  thousand  more  like  him. 
I ." 

Tom  here  thought  he  made  himself  known, 
and  in  the  middle  of  a  warm  handshaking  was 
awakened  by  a  loud  knocking  at  his  door,  and 
arose  to  find  that  all  was  but  a  dream. 

"  It  was  all  so  vivid  and  seemed  so  real,"  he 
told  his  cousins  at  the  breakfast  table. 

"It  may  yet  be  realized,  Tom,"  said  Julia, 
encouragingly. 

"  God  grant  it  may,"  breathed  her  cousin, 
fervently. 


Three   years   have  passed  and  changes  have 

swept  over  the  town  of  H ,  at  ihey  must 

do  over  all  towns.  Clara  Winton's  name  still 
lingers  sweetly  in  the  memories  of  those  who 
knew  her,  and  there  are  many  who  stop  and  look 
at  the  grave  in  the  little  cemetery  in  which  she 
is  laid  to  rest,  and  read  these  beautiful  words 
inscribed  on  the  tombstone, 

'  Nothing  in  my  hands  I  bring, 
Simply  to  Thy  cross  I  cling/ 

and  turn  away  with  the  feeling  that  they  con- 
veyed the  life  sentiments  of  the  dear,  departed 
one.  As  in  life  she  was  a  living  sermon  to  all 
those  who  came  under  her  bright  influence,  so  in 
death,  she  had  been  the  means,  under  God,  of 
awakening  many  to  a  newness  of  life,  of  casting 
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away  the  works  of  darkness  and  putting  on  the 
armour  of  light.  Her  dying  words  uttered  with 
all  the  fervour,  force  and  confidence  of  one  who 
could  see  the  glorious  results  of  lier  life  belief, 
were  indelibly  impressed  on  the  minds  of  those 
present  at  her  death. 

The   Rev,  George  Crucifer  found  his  consci- 
ence so  disturbed  that  he  could  no  longer  assist 
'Father'  Courtney  in  his  mediaeval  mummeries, 
and  so  sent  in  his  resignation.     He  is  now  vicar 
of  a  Derbyshire  parish,  a  sound  Evangelical,  and 
the  happy  husband  of  Julia  Winton,  who,  as  the 
reader    knows,   has   long  seen  the  error  of  her 
ways,    and   glories   in   the   grand  old  name   of 
Protestant.     Worthy,  outspoken  Janet  is  in  their 
service.     Mary  Winton  is  an  earnest  hard-work- 
ing missionary  in   India,  and  thoroughly  conse- 
crated  to   the   service   of  her   dear    Lord   and 
Master.     Tom  Winton,  the  bold,  brave  champ- 
ion of  truth,  has  been  for  some  time  quartered  in 
London,  and  is  frequently  engaged   by  the  Pro- 
testant  Association    to   lecture  on  the  evils  of 
Ritualism,   and   the     rampant    Idolatry  in    the 
Church.     Tom's  one  great  and  heartfelt  desire 
is  that  his  Lord  and  Master,  Jesus  Christ,  should 
be  exalted  before  all  as  the  Sun  and  Centre  of 
religious   life.     That    God,  being   a   Spirit,    all 
formal  and  ceremonial  worship  be  abolished  and 
He  be  worshipped  in  spirit  and  in  truth.     That 
in  every  church  there  should  be  unfeigned  sub- 
jection of  heart  to  the  sovereign  guidance  of  the 
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Holy  Spirit,  and  that  He  micrht  be  allowed  to 
divide  severally  to  whom  He  will,  and  His 
diverse  gifts  be  exercised.  That  Churchmen 
and  Nonconformists  might  stand  shoulder  to 
shoulder  striving  their  utmost  to  advance  the 
Kingdom  of  Christ ;  that  all  social  distinction  be 
ignored  and  pride  and  self-exaltation  be  entirely 
lost  sight  of  in  tliis  one  intense  and  common 
desire  to  serve  the  Lord,  working  together  on 
the  platform  of  unity, 

"ALL  ONE  IN  CHRIST  JESUS." 
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